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ECHOES FROM DREAMLAND. 



A DREAM. 

Dabk Night had come, and her trailing pall 
O^er the languid earth was spread, 

And the rising moon through the fitful clouds 
Her simple light had shed. 

My brain was flushed, and all was hushed 
'Neath its temple's throbbing beat. 

While the swelling vein could scarce contain 
The stream of its fevered heat. 

I dreamed a dream, and my blood did seem 

To stand in my veins as death. 
While the sweat did well from my pores, and fell 

On the reeking clothes beneath. 

Methought that a veil of deepest black 

Before mine eyes was tied. 
Till a lightning flash shot its rays above. 

And dashed the shade aside. 

Then an uncouth throng was placed before 
My wondering gaze set free, 
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Who seemed, though flesh and blood were there, 
But skeletons to be. 

And far between, in the midst of the scene, 

A ghastly spectre stood. 
And with constant sips he raised to his lips, 

And quaffed of human blood ! 

Oft round the group, with a hurried troop, 

An age-bent figure came. 
With his locks of white, while his hand clutched tight 

A scythe with an edge of flame. 

And oft as he past, o^er his hour-glass cast 

A wild and anxious look. 
When, if sunk were the sand, he stretched forth his hand, 

And one of the spectres took. 

And then with a shriek that seemed to awake 

The echoes all around. 
The struck victim sank, with a stifled cry, 

A corpse upon the ground. 

Behold, all rushed with a joyful shout 

To the corse of their fallen friend, 
While each one seemed for a nearer place 

With his neighbour to contend. 

And again between, in the midst of the scene. 

That ghastly spectre stood. 
While with constant sips he raised to his lips. 

And quaffed of human blood ! 

And each one tore with his bloody jaw 

The flesh of the scarce cold slain, 
And his tongue did steep in the red blood deep. 

Till the bones quite bare had lain. 
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Afar from the rest, as for nuptials dressed, 

A youthfiil pair reclined, 
While their arms in love were oft above 

Each other's neck entwined. 

But lo ! a sound, and the scythe has fpund 

Its way to her heart's dear charms, 
And the lifeless heap, with its last breath deep, 

Sinks cold from the lover's arms. 

On, on they rush, the spectre band. 

Outvying the wild brute beast. 
And that lover true forgets his vows. 

And joins in the deadly feast. 

And far between, in the midst of the scene. 

The ghastly spectre stood. 
And with constant sips he raised to his lips, 

And quaffed of human blood. 

Hard by the now cold and deep-reeking mould 

An aged father bore, 
While his infant boy, with a fiendish joy, 

Lapped up his parent's gore. 

My brain did quake as oft did break 

Fresh horrors on my sight. 
Till I thought that Death, with the powers beneath, 

Had loosed on earth their might. 

I sprang, with a leap, from my fear-bound sleep, 

With its ghastly spectres rife, 
And, as light opposed to my lids unclosed, 

I gazed and looked on Life ! 
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WHAT IS LOVE? 

What is the gentle sentiment 
That warms the child's young breast 
For one much older than itself, 
And breaks its nightly rest ; 
That swells with innocent desire 
(Though yet no passions move) 
The infent heart, with all its bliss— 
Is this, is this true love ? 

What is the kindly power that rests 
Within a mother's mind ; 
The deep solicitude and fear 
That round her thoughts will wind ; 
That anxious joy, that with its care 
Each thrilling pulse does prove. 
When gazing on. her offspring young- 
Is this or not true love ? 

What is the deep sensation which 
Offc fills the firM brain — 
The lustful feeling of desire 
Its object to obtain ; 
The demon madness, whose wild sense 
Throughout the veins does rove, 
Its object gained, to fade away — 
Is this, is this true love ? 

What is the sympathy that joins 
Two same in sex, and twines 
The tendrils of affection, which 
Its true warmth ne'er resigns ; 
The kindred feelings which unite 
And with soft care reprove, 
Not to embitter, but amend — 
Is this or not true love ? 



TO A STATUE. 

What is the deeply-rooted springy 
Whence all affections flow, 
Of man at gentle woman^s shrine, 
Which none save they can know ; 
That high, unselfish dream, that has 
Two hearts together wove, 
Discarding aught save noble thoughts 
Oh 1 is not this true love ? 



TO A STATUE. 

Pale, cold, but beautiful entrancing thing, 
The loveliest of the lovely, where portrayed 
So perfect all the charms of beauty lie ; 
Where virtues from each even feature beam, 
And form a shape to be adored, save that 
The rosy tint of life is wanting there 
To drown the marble of that placid breast, 
And spread expression o'er the lovely face. 
Oh ! could no passioned breath of mine impart 
The warmth of being to thy shape of stone. 
My words of admiration cause to move 
The rounded arm, or those sweet lips to break 
Their death-like silence with the honied tones 
Of Love, within that breast the sculptor cut. 
So beautiful, yet coldly still, and formed 
The vain resemblance unto Heaven's pow'r 
A type of loveliness, but marble still? 
No, thou must yet be so, and better far ; 
For I can gaze upon thy face and dream 
But virtue's there ; and cast the baser fires 
Of mortals from thy breast, and make thee e'er 
A mark of purity ; when, if thou hadst 
A being as my own, some impure thoughts 
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Which ding to earth's existence, would invade 
(Though hidden, pVhaps) thy gentle breast, for nought 
Can be perfection here, and still thou wouldst 
Be but as life, and then thy charm had fled ! 



HYRIE ALLAN, 

THE PEARL OF ULLSWATER. 

The charm of Cumberland's sweet fiice of beauty winds alohg 
Its waves unconscious that their power has swelled my mourn- 
ful song — 
Unconscious of the tears that fell above its grassy side 
O'er the sad fete of two who lie beneath its winding tide — 
Unconscious that its ruthless power still draws unto its breast 
The fairest of the earth's feir gifts, clasped coldly in death's rest ; 
And heedless of the mournful wails that o'er its waters fled. 
Which bore them on their foam-tipped waves a chant unto the 
dead. 



'Twas when Queen Bess the sceptre held, and ere bright 
Chivalry 
Had left Old England's hearths for more domesticated bliss, 
And Evening with her bright stars still watched to the balcony 

The ardent lover climb to gain the long-desired kiss ; 
And scar& still held their magic power wove by the fingers light, 
That owned a spell above the heart the troth-bound sign who 
wore; 
While sweet Romance ne'er higher soared within its mystic 
flight. 
Nor Love e'er bloomed so joyously as in those days of yore. 

Deep silence reigned above the view of Cumberland's proud lake. 
Save with its gentle sigh the wind, or ripples as they pour 
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Beneath the over-hanging trees, and cast the foamy flake 

In one chaotic glancing mass upon the pebbly shore ; 
And when the zephyr wind bursts through the thickly-studded 
trees, 

And bears the soft notes of the birds upon its bahny breeze. 
Far, fax they swiftly fly around, the varied feathered line, 

And whirling in the troubled air, descend unto the ground, 
While sun*s rays darting on their backs in golden circlets shine ; 

To wait there for the lily hand, their food that casts around ; 
For every mom the lovely girl, whose father owns the land. 

Attends with care their little wants, and feeds them as her own, 
And in return, whenever they see that ever-kindly hand, 

They murmur as their grateful thanks their sweet melodious 
tone. 

They love her, that sweet merry girl, and oft, when Hyrie roams 

Around in solitude the woods^ leaf -shaded canopy, 
Those feathered warblers, in their joy, wiU leave their moss-built 
homes. 
And sing above her happy path until she passes by. 
Ah ! well they know her merry voice, where gentleness does 
reign; 
They know the deep blue of her eye, her sunny-loosened curl ; 
For all is dark and drear to them, their warble seems in vain, 
Save when in joy they sweetly sing round broad UUswater^s 
Pearl! 

Between the tall and spreading trees the noble mansion reared 

Its form, and gazed in majesty upon the lake's dear foam, 
And gleaming through the trees so white the square-built 
gables peered 

That formed Sir Richard Allan's and his daughter's happy 
home. 
And open was that house to all who sought its welcome door, 

And free were all of honest name to sit before its board. 
While all could praise who chanced to pass belated by that shore 

The hospitality so kind of broad UUswater's lord. 
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Dark Night had cast her shades around the walls of Allan Hall, 

And yet the sounds of revehy still shook each lighted room, 
While flambeaux glaring high, with light shot back her dark- 
some pall, 

As if they sought to rob the midnight of its deepening gloom. 
Now high, now softly falling, came the music of the day, 

So simple, yet so sweet, as struck it on the air of night ; 
And merry peals of joyous mirth died on the wind away, 

While broad Ullswater flowed beneath, and sighed for bliss as 
bright. 

That eve young Hyrie's breast beat high, for, standing by her side. 
The chosen of her modest heart poured love- words in her ear ; 
And ere that week had passed away he, as his blooming bride, 
Would claim and take her from the lands that held her heart 
so dear. 
Oh ! handsome was Earl Bertrand^s mien, and noble was his soul, 
And well did her affections dear their due return there meet ; 
While Hyrie's pulses quiver 'neath the words that through them 
roll. 
Not e'en all broad Ullswater's birds could conjure sounds so 
sweet! 

What dreamy visions passed through some of those white 
bosoms there — 
What sweet romantic sighs were heaved in that swift-passing 
night 
Of love and revelry ! What breast could think of toilsome care. 
While sparkling eyes as those shot forth their sympathetic 
light? 
But now no longer can withstood the power of sweet repose 

Be even by those love -lit orbs (which seem but made to shed 

Their light to gladden man on earth) ; and now Sir Richard rose 

Up from the table, loaded still, and, 'midst the sLLence, said — 

" To-morrow, friends, we meet again, I trust still to enjoy 
A day of pleasure on the lake, when, 'neath the orbs of light 
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That now surround us, each youth will his utmost skill employ, 
To win their sweet approval, and till then, I bid ' good night ! ' " 

Then all retired to soft sleep, for Allan's spacious keep 
Provided rooms for most of that £9iir company so gay ; 

And soon the morn's first glory through the clouds began to 
peep. 
And broad Ullswater's wares cast back the rosy beams of day. 

The sun waa high above the wave of broad Ullswater's lake, 

And dipped its fire-lit ray beneath the ever-rolling surf, 
That often 'gainst the light-built boats in white festoons would 
break. 

And urge them tow'rds the banks until they struck the grassy 
turf. 
High on their masts the pennon flew, and fluttered in the wind 

Its wavy lines, as if it strove to imitate the stream 
That flowed beneath, and laughing left its vain attempts behind, 

Beflected on its back in shade beneath the sunny beam. 

Above, the bahny air was fiUed with fragrance and the song 

Of myriad-fluttering birds, that through the gently- waving 
Lrees, 
And hiding 'neath the branches, bore their graceful flight along, 

Contending, as with Nature's power, the thrilling sense to please. 
A&r the gloomy crag on high its gaunt proportions raised, 

And cast a quivering shade upon the water now so calm, 
While on its glistening summit bright the darting sunbeams 
blazed. 

And broad Ullswater reigned within the midst of every charm. 

And, lo ! the merry laugh burst forth, as now a joyous throng 
Came slowly from the mansion gate, and crowded to the shore ; 

And Hyrie with her gentle smile, that seemed as if no wrong 
Could e'er approach beneath its charm, or win the light 
heart o'er 

That beat beneath, hung on the arm, press'd gently to her own, 
Of her young lover, who that day, to gain the victor's prize. 
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Would strive with all who any skill had e^er in rowing shown ; 
And each inspired by the gaze of some bright pair of eyes. 

They seat themselves, that lovely group, beneath the canvas 
drawn 
Above to guard them firom the sun, and now the music strikes 
Its mellow chord upon the air, and through the tent is borne ; 
Then all the racers quick embarked, and loosed the grappling 
spikes 
That held their skifiis unto the shore, and on the water paused. 
With outstretched oars, while left behind, chained to the 
landing place. 
The sailing boats pranced on the swell their lighter brethren 
caused, 
Afl if impatient at their lot to join the thrilling race. 

They place themselves in one long line across the lake, and lie 

Upon their oars all breathless till the signal, but for which 
They wait, is given, then with one long, vigorous puU they fly 

Above the waves, as o'er the foam the small crafts wildly 
pitch ; 
And then, some falling off, are left fax in the gurgling wake 

That swells behind i^e race and casts its spray upon the sterns, 
While those more hardy still pull on, and through the water break 

Like arrows, while each bosom with a wild excitment burns. 

Each lovely eye is forward strained, for soon they reach the sign 
That marks the winning-post, and now but two retain the 
course; 
Young Bertrand and a brawny youth, for all the rest resign 

The prize to them as victors, and they now their utmost force 
Put forth to reach the end, and ere a moment past away. 

And ere the water left behind has time its wake to dose, 
The waves that ripple round the goal young Bertrand's stem 
convey. 
And then are riven through and dashed aaide by Oswald^s 
bows! 
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Thejr loudly cheered, the lookers-on, and Bertrand back was led. 

Drawn onward in his little skiff bj rowers placed before, 
Within a gorgeous barge, and, ere the thrilling sound had fled, 

The victor^s crown from Hyrie^s hands his throbbing temples 
bore; 
And then the sailing boats were manned and floated o'er the lake 

Like graceful swans, their sails filled out and fluttering in 
the wind ; 
And voices sweet, above the waves, in dreamy tones would wake 

The echoes oft that reigned within the rocky crags behind. 

» 

Young Hy riband her lover glide their wavy path along, 

Forgetful of the world and all within each other's arms ; 
And sailing far below they leave the less enchanted throng. 
Where nought but their own whispered love disturbs sweet 
sHence' charms. 
Her eyes are cast upon the ground until the blush her cheek 

Conceives is borne away, and then again the bright orbs rise. 
As when beneath the heavens melts the sun's last rosy streak, 
. The stany orbe appear again to light the spacious ddea. 

Oh, Bertrand ! hadst thou watched the waves instead of that 
sweet smile. 
Thou wouldst perhaps have turned the doom that waited thee 
beneath — 
Have seen the treacherous surf cling round thy fragile boat, and 
wile 
Its course toward the rock afiEur, as if employed by Death. 
Couldst not have heard their rising wrath and felt their stormy 
power. 
As 'gainst thy little vessel's side their impetus oft shook. 
But watched them for one moment from sweet Love's entrancing 
bower, 
Bise up and sink again in shame before thy noble look ? 

^^ Hush, hush ! oh, quell those anxious fears — ^that sound, oh ! 
it was but 
The wild wave beating in its play against the boat ; no harm 
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Shall e'er approach ; again our skiff swift through the foam 
shall cut! 
That rushing sound, 'tis but the surf without ; oh! dearest, 
calm 
That beating breast ! Behold the sun is shining o'er us still, 
And swiftly through Ullswater's lake we sailing homeward 
move. 
And that strange feeling, as some lordly sh^) about to fill, 
But sinking deeper, deeper in the thrilling dream of Love ! " 

Oh ! tighter draw the clasp that holds the tiny waist, and press 
Thy lips much closer to the cheek, and cause the blush to rise ; 
That while life lasts thou mayst admire, and every moment 
bless, 
While earth retains the loveliness before thy captive eyes ! 
Now, do not angels white before thy vision floating wreath 
Sweet thoughts of Heaven roimd thy heart, and in thy bosom 
stay 
The eyes that gazecj^ before upod thee ? Kiss, oh ! kiss, ere 
death 
Shall rob thee of thy happiness, and steal thy love away ! 

Ah ! tighter still cling round that form ! Reality again 
Strikes on thy brain, and stiU thou seest that loving face, 
though now 
Convulsed with agony, and now the colour seems to wane 
From off that cheek, and cold and stiff the gentle form to 
grow. 
And now, again that mystic dream o'ercomes thy mind, and oft 
Some uncouth demon seems to strive with pain to clog thy 
breath ; 
And then thy ears are filled with sounds of music murm'ring 
soft. 
And earth fEides slowly from thee, as thou dream'st of peaceful 
death! 
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The sun is shining brightly still, the voices sweetly pour 
Their tones upon the scented breeze, and yet Sire Allan^s 
cheek 
Is pale and death-like in its hue, his heart is clouded o*er 
By some strange unknown feeling, while throughout his brain 
a shriek. 
Like to his daughter's tones, oft strikes and thrills his aged 
heart. 
What I what, that dark approaching thing surrounded by the 
waves. 
And cleaving with its uncouth mass the glancing spray apart? 
'Tis young Earl Bertrand's boat reversed, o'er which the water 
laves! 

It nears him, while his marble cheek grows deadlier still — while 
all 
Crowd round the little wreck in wonder, as it makes its way, 
And see before them, while arise the tears, the only pall 

That hung the noblest, fairest forms above in Death's dark 
sway. 
What need to tell the old man now ? His glassy eye, that sees 
Nought now, is fixed upon the fSate that caused his just alarms. 
So short before ; and, with his locks wild floating in the breeze, 
He shrieks, **My child!" and, senseless, sinks within the 
rowers' arms I 

Oh I Mirth, where hast thou fled ? Oh I Joy, where has thy 
power gone ? 
Oh I what could but a moment ere thee of thy gladness rob ? 
And now thou'rt silent as the grave, no more thy laugh is borne 
Above, and Echo gives but one low sound, and that — a sob ! 
Oh, sun ! shut out thy peaceful light, withdraw thy rays from 
earth, 
And let the waves in darkness war around their angry strife, 
And scorn not our poor sorrow with the joy thy light gives 
birth. 
Nor teach us by their contrast of the mockery of life ! 
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Tbej bear him homewaidB in their arms, and leave the fatal 
shore 
With sorrow in their hearts, while oft they gaze with sighing 
breath 
Back on the loveliness that shall with gladness teem no more, 

Except when angels float around to watch the dead beneath. 
And now his consciousness returns ; but oh I how better much 
If Fate had bade him then in peaceful sleep as that to die ; 
He wakes, and vainly strive his hands his snowy hair to clutch. 
While wildly laughing glares he roimd with madness in .his 
eye. 

" Ha ! ha 1 he wins it now ! " he cried. " No earthly power 
can stop 
That vigorous arm ! *^ and smiles of triumph o^er his face so mild 
Are spread, as soft he gazes on her form, and slowly drop 
The unnerved hands. " Well done, Sir Earl I thou'rt worthy 
of my child. 
But stay, what dark and rolling surf winds round my daughter's 
form. 
Convulsing every feature dear, as if it were with pain I 
She drowns ! Why stand ye quiet here, and bid my heart be 
calm! 
Ohl dark Ullswater, dost not hear? Give back my child 
again!" 

They held him down, but Reason long had left the noble brain, 
And fled with joy from out his mind. The wild discordant 
shriek 
Proclaimed that madness' fiercest state was raging, and with 
pain 
They bound him to the couch that bore his aged limbs so weak. 
And oft some gentle maiden watched, as Hyrie had before 

Ofb done, around his fevered bed, with ever-streaming eyes ; 
While long the youths strove to regain those lovely forms once 
more; 
But stem Ullswater still refused to render up its prize. 
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Dear, reader, let us now turn from this sadd'nmg scene, and leave 

The demon Horror to repose within his viot'ry won ; 
And if my pen by feeHngs which its power sought to weave, 

The tear firom thj bright eye has drawn in pity, it has done 
But its intended duty ; and when now I drop the veil 

AJbove the picture that kind Chance before my Muse has 
thrown, 
I shall feel gratified to think that for my mournful tale 

One heart, at least, has felt a like sensation to mine own. 

And if thy steps should ever tread where Allan Castle stood — 
Though now the crumbling stones scarce mark where once its 
pillars showed 
Their antique forms, and thickly round its site the shady wood 
Has grown — if e'er thy wandering foot should climb the 
rugged road. 
Above which, towering high its cone, the glistening crag does 
stand. 
And gaze upon the lake beneath cast up its waves so dear, 
Thoult think of gentle Hyrie and her lover's sad fate, and 
By broad UUswater's side above them drop thy tribute tear ! 



THE DEATH OF POMPEY. 

The rays of sun in blood-red sparkles play 
Upon the moaning waves, that cast their spray 
On Egypt's rocky shore, and slowly sink. 
As fainter glow their light beneath the brink 
Of dashing waters, tingeing as they go 
The far horizon with a ruddy glow. 
And now the twilight slowly takes the scene. 
And seems to thrust its fading light between 
The fjEdlen sun and darksome night, that strives 
To quell with shade the short respite it gives. 
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Then Luna sheds her fickle light around, 

And silvers o'er the saturated ground 

That forms the shore, and quick withdraws again^ 

As sickened at the treachery of men ; 

For there beneath her gentle light is cast, 

Washed by the billows, as they hurry past 

The headless trunk of him, beneath whose power, 

So short before, the whole world seemed to cower — 

The hero of the noblest battles Kome 

Had ever won, whose conquering arms had come 

To lands before unknown, and at whose word 

Twelve crowns in thraldom bent and owned him lord ! 

And now ! what power avails that helpless hand, 

Or swells that fast-decaying heart ? How stand 

The pulses stilly in the thickening veins 

Of that broad breast, where nothing now remains 

To tell of him, so long whose prowess warred 

In foreign lands, against the willing sword 

Of bravery, and o'er its power won, 

Yet fell before the treachery of one ! 

Alone and silent, none to sing the praise 

Of virtues worshipped in his happier days ; 

Bespoiled and headless ! murdered, unbewailed 

By those who kiUed by stealth, and after quailed 

At the dire deed th' assassin knives they bore 

Performed in fear, then fled the reeking shore ! 

Alone ! save one — a slave — above whose heart 

Affection could her power stiQ impart. 

And warm with friendship, though the silent dead 

Forgot is by all else, though power has fled 

From that strong arm, now drooping in the tide — 

One, one poor slave still watches by his side. 

And silent 1 — ^no, not silent — hist ! a sigh, 

A choking sob, the winds bear floating by. 

Oh ! comes it from the gaily-lighted halls. 

The festive meetings in Rome's towering walls, 

For her great chieftain ? Does one hot tear flow 

For him who held her dear as life ? Ah ! no. 
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Bright mirth with happy thoughts still fills each head ; 

One, one poor slave alone weeps o'er the dead ! 

Those fingers only raise the funeral pile, 

His voice the requiem chaunts above, and while 

The rising flames bright burning bear away 

(And cast the hissing embers in the spray) 

His master from him, oft the hot tear steals. 

And glistens down the cheek of him who kneels 

Alone to bid the sorrowing " Vale ! " o'er 

The monarch's tomb ; and far its echoes bore 

Their sound for long upon the heaving wave, 

To smooth the terrors of his lonely grave, 

And bring the blush to Rome for that poor slave ! 



SONG. 

Summer eves, oh ! how I love ye. 
When the sun's last rays of gold 

Shed their glist'ning light above ye. 
And keep back the twilight's fold. 

When your balmy air descending. 
Fans the throbbing cheek, and vies. 

As with darksome night contending. 
Ere your rosy splendour dies. 

What sweet thoughts your dreamy powers 
O'er our thinking heart can weave, 

Till the Real fills Fancy's bowers, 
And our visions Life receive ! 

How your hours, with glimpses bright'mng 

Of one loved, our bosoms thrill. 

And, while Cupid's chains seem tight'ning. 

Draw our hearts yet closer still I 

o 
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Oh ! would night could ne'er remove ye, 
Or steal off your soft wind's kiss ! 

Summer eves, oh ! how I love ye, 
With your spells of dreamy bhas ! 



THE GUERILLA. 

A TALE OF THE APPENINES. 

Hark ! still the mountains tremble 'neath 
The tale of woe my lines contain ; 
The wind shrieks at the scenes of death 
My verses would revive again. 
Behold yon fiery sky of red 
Glows deeper o'er the tinted height. 
The gurghng stream o'erflows its bed 
In torrents at the words I write. 
Again the murdered one's death-shriek 
Is borne upon the rushing wind, 
And blood-like hues from sun's last streak 
Leave o'er the mounts their trace behind. 
The birds dart past in quivering flight, 
The air rings with the mourner's wail, 
While thicken round the shades, as night 
Prepares the hour to pen my tale. 



PART I. — ^THE CAVE. 

Where Naples nestles in the lovely charm 
Of mount and bay ; where wafting southron winds 
Fan o'er the ripening vine with breezes warm 
And flower-scented ; where, e'er roving finds 
The bee the sweetest blossoms overflowed 
With liquid honey ; where, when now I write. 
Eyes, lighted with romance and passion, glowed 
The brightest ; where the sunbeam-crested height 
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Heard Beauty's laugh, and stole its merry tone 
In echoes far beyond ; where, thick with pines, 
Remained ungarnished, save by Heaven alone, 
The lordliest of the lordly Appenines ! 
There, from the dented crags, where Echo gives, 
In fiendish mockings, back the wild bird's cries ; 
Where nothing on the accursed soil e'er lives — 
My verses from their gory slumber rise 1 

The moonlight glittered on the helmet crest, 
And threw off sparklets from the burnished mail 
Of him who 'neath its rays was bathed in rest. 
And forms the hero of my present tale. 
His massive frame was cast upon the straw 
That formed his bed, his unsheath'd sword beside. 
That marked the robber or the son of war ; 
His unhooked corslet, opening, showed the wide 
And brawny chest beneath, that sank and rose 
In slumber as some swelling wave, while high 
Enough the helmet's bars were to expose 
The manly face beneath, that every eye 
In Naples quivered 'neath, and would more lief 
Have met the lion in his wild confines. 
Than as a foe this guerilla chief, 
The dreaded Gonda of the Appenines ! 

About a pace beyond another man. 

As tall, though slighter than the captain, lay 

The second chieftain of the soldier clan, 

Who bore the name *' Alora," 'neath whose sway 

The band was often left, as fitted most. 

Though young, to take their honoured chieftain's place, 

And govern in his absence o'er the host. ' 

His form was graceful, and his handsome face 

Bore Norman features, save the southern eye, 

Whose pupil dark on speaking would impart 

The sense the needless words meant to imply, 

And told of softer feelings of the heart. 

V 2 
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A light step sounded on the rough-cut stone 
That formed the flooring of the cave, and then 
The yellow rays a lamp cast round were thrown 
Upon the sleepers, as a form my pen 
Could ne'er describe with truth, so sweet a type 
Of female loveliness ; the lofty brow, 
The sparkling eye, the well-shaped lip, so ripe 
With crimson sweets, the fleecy breast below, 
So artless in its nestling beauty, 'neath 
The flowing vest, and seeming but to bear 
Sweet sounds of whispered love at every breath 
It heaved and lavished on th' impassioned air. 

She neare^ the captain^s couch, and pressed a kiss 

Upon his sleeping forehead, while a smile 

Came o'er his features, as some dream of bliss 

Passed through his noble mind, and watched she, while 

She breathed " My husband ! " in a low, hushed tone, 

The soft play of his features in their rest, 

Which told her that he dreamed of her alone, 

And pressed her bosom closer to his breast. 

And then she rose, and, casting one sweet glance 

Upon Alora, vanished ; and the shade. 

That now the former light served to enhance. 

Again engulphed the stilly scene, and made 

The whole seem like some vision of the brain 

Of some bright angel, missioned from above. 

To seek the shades of Hades, and their pain 

To scatter with the light of Heaven's love. 

^ PART II. — ^THE ALCHEMIST. 

Two years before the scene my pen has told 

There came to Naples one who had the fame 

Of being learn'd in sorcery, and sold 

Love draughts and mystic potions, that could tame 

The proudest spirit by their magic powers 

In deepest love to him their charm who bore. 
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And raise a passion in a few short hours 

Where but aversion seated was before. 

" Eltor di Werfen " bore each charmed receipt 

He signed ; and soon the name became among 

His listeners as a byword, that deceit 

And some small knowledge of an ancient tongue 

Made terrible to all ; while every eve 

His house surrounded was by eager groups, 

And half in doubt, yet yearning to believe. 

The lord and peasant came — ^his equal dupes. 

The stained glass casement open wide was thrown 
Of Werfen's laboratory, and beside 
A hissing cauldron — from which, swiftly blown 
Each moment by the bellows, rose a tide 
Of thickening steam — the dreaded wizard bent 
And gazed with bloodshot eyes. Aroimd the room 
The worthless products of the long hours spent — 
For useless knowledge hung beneath the gloom 
The evening shades cast round — the grinning skull 
And rattling skeleton that, mouldering, showed 
An emblem of his science, parchments full 
Of mystic signs, and sorted ores that glowed 
Like precious metals, yet refused to give 
The stone or treasure that they hoping sought 
From out their hardened centres to derive. 
Beneath, the stifling air with odours fraught 
Of venomed herbs rolled slowly towards the vent 
The window gave, and floated on the wind 
In one dark curl, until, its power spent, 
It vanished, scattered by it far behind. 

" Alas ! " cried Werfen, as he raised his head 
From bending o'er the cauldron. " Here in vain 
I make the potions that can raise, 'tis said, 
All bliss in other breasts, allieve dark pain 
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In other hearts, yet striving, fail to bring 

One jot of comfort to mine own, or take 

The tortures of desire my soul that wring 

Away. Oh I would my arts, in truth, could make 

Some spell (unlike the ones my dupes receive. 

And femcy that they gain relief) that could 

My own breast with an unknown power reUeve, 

And raise a passion in the heart I would 

Give all to own ! And yet I feel 'tis vain 

To look for it in arts like these ; some power 

More deadly than the hidden arts contain 

(Which but the seeker's happiness devour, 

And leave nought gain'd at last), some pow'r whose end 

Is won by human means, by stealth — ^for I 

Will stoop to treachery, if it will lend 

Me but the aid all other powers deny ! 

Am I a demon, that she shuns me so? 

May love not rest within my breast as weU 

As those of other men ? Does not here flow 

As noble blood as in the veins that swell 

Her beating breast? And yet she scorns me when 

I breathe of love ! Away, ye seething streams ! 

I'll, by the aid of deeds that other men 

Are wont to use, break through the scholar's dreams, 

And wake to life, use weapons that it gives. 

And win or lose them ! No more, ye graves, 

I'll need your help, but seek the power that lives; 

Ye flatter fools, let fools but be your slaves ! " 

He dashed the tripod, as he finished, on 
The reeking ground, and strode unto the door. 
The long robe rending that still hung upon 
His massive shoulders, and though old before 
He had appeared, a new pulse seemed to run 
Throughout his veins ; his stature, upwards drawn. 
At once was broad and lofty, and the sun 
Of life seemed only rising ; while now torn 
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The Bcholar^B mantle off him, brightly glowed 
A velvet tunic, trimmed with jewelled lace, 
Half hidden by the mantle long that flowed 
From off his shoulders with a noble grace, 
And swept the floor with dazzling sparklets cast 
From out its precious border ; and his £si/De 
Threw off its aged expression, while, overspread 
With withering sneers, he turned and left the place. 

Love's hour was passing gaily o'er the halls 

Of one of Naples' palaces, and 'neath 

A massive tree, that dipped within the feills 

Whence sprang a little stream its leaves, the breath 

Of twilight's zephyr winds swept gently round 

Two lovely forms — ^the fairest, of a girl 

With blushing cheek and eyes cast on the ground, 

As strove she with light Angers to uncurl 

The bud-leaves of a snowy rose, that oft 

Would tremble like an aspen in her hands. 

An index of her feelings ; and so soft 

Her cheek was hid within the jetty bands 

Of hair that fell around her neck so white ; — 

The other of a man, his arm entwined 

Around the maiden's waist, his manly height 

Contrasting with the tiny form his kind 

Arm sheltered in its sweet embrace ; his brow 

Was graced with flowing curls of auburn hair 

Xhat bore the ring the helmet made, though now 

A light cap superseded it ; his fair, 

Fond face beamed smiles upon the one beneath, 

Who seemed to live on them, and words of love 

Fell on the ear of every zephyr breath 

The soft wind gave, and bore their sound above. 

Ahx behind, and hidden 'neath the trees 

That grew around and formed a dell, there stood — 

And starting as in fear at every breeze 

That shook the leaves, his face within the hood 
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Ilis costly mantle bore — ^ihe alchemist : 
His eyes glared on the pair, and caught each kiss 
With fiendish looks and visions that exist 
But in the breast of Jealousy ; their bliss 
And as he eyed, were set his teeth, and dose 
His clenched fist was menaced at them ; then 
He drew his mantle closer as they rose, 
And quitted with a hurried step the glen. 

Twas night, and Werfen once again strolled past 
The beauteous scene, but not alone. Beside 
Him strode the young betrothed, his brow overcast 
With gloomy firowns, and oft a stormy tide 
Of thoughts ran in his bosom, for his face 
Had grown much sterner than in that sweet hour 
Of love before, and smiles had given place 
To fierceness that had made the boldest cower. 

" Well, well," he cried, " thou knowest me, yet dare 

To breathe my name to others, and thy head 

Shall answer for it ; for thou art aware 

(If thou hast heard my fame), that it is said 

One signal from my hand can cause to rise 

A hundred warriors to my side, whose hearts 

The danger of a myriad foes despise 

In my defence ; and &me from truth departs 

Not in this story. Therefore, tell what brings 

Thee to my hands, then go and let forgot 

Our meeting be. But haste, the night-bird wings 

Her dark way homeward and I fly this spot ! " 

^^ Alphonse di Gonda," cried the alchemist, 
^^ I seek thee as a friend ; though once a foe, 
Xo hostile feelings in my breast exist 
Against thee now. I say thy name, and know 
That love has brought thee hither ; that thy band 
Is hidden in the mountain yonder, where 
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The pine trees shelter o'er the cave — ^ay, stand 
Amazed — ^I know thy movements all, and ere 
This might have oft betrayed thee, if I were 
A foe to thee ! And now I would cement 
Our friendship more, by wishing but a share 
Within the dangers of thy host ; and, bent 
On this resolve, I sought thee now to speak 
Of my enrolment, and here to request 
The post amongst the soldiers that I seek. 
And for their interests to bare this breast I '' 

Di Gronda turned his eyes upon the man 
Who thus addressed him, with their searching look. 
But nothing changed more in his features than 
The drooping of the eyes that slow forsook 
The chieftain's face, the healthful colour feU, 
Not neither heightened 'neath the fixed stare 
That still fell on him, and could only tell 
That great deceit or truth was harboured there. 

" Thy name ? " he cried at last. " And thou art one 

Of our bold band, sire I Werfen ! 'tis a name 

That I have heard before ; thou hast begun 

Un£Givourably. Art kin to him whose fame 

Is known so well to Naples and to me ? 

If so, be brief, and quit me, bearing well 

My former threat to thee in mind; for we 

Must ne'er be friends — ^the name is as a knell 

Unto mine ears. Eltor di Werfen ! he. 

My deadliest foe ; for whom my breast nought save 

Revenge does hold ! 'Twixt us shall never be 

A mediator but the lowly grave 1 " 

^^ Signor di Gonda, thou hast threatened far 
Beyond thy means ; hast not already heard 
My skill in sorcery? Think you to war 
With hope 'gainst me, when but one mystic word 
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Could summon spiiitB to my aid, whose power 
Were giant over thine ? lliink well, I give 
My hand in Mendship ; wilt for one short hour 
Of empty vengeance still cause on to live 
Our former enmity ? If once I wronged 
Thy sweet betrothed, 'twas ere I knew her heart, 
With all its gentleness, to thee belonged ; 
And long since have I bid for e'er depart 
The feelings that my bosom held for her. 
And at her inclinations left her love 
To thee who own it. Then, why now demur 
To grasp the hand such single feelings move ? '' 

And speaking thus, he gained with supple words 
His purpose o'er his victim's heart, and pressed 
With seeming frankness to the noble chords 
Of generosity within his breast. 
As when the glittering snake above his prey 
Winds slowly o'er and fetters every part, 
Till holding firmly in his knotted sway 
He surely makes at last the fatal dart. 

The lamps burnt brightly in the robbers' cave, 
And cast their light upon a gorgeous throng 
Of stalwart forms, and all was silent save 
The low voice of Di Werfen as the long 
Oath of the lawless clan he read, and swore 
Eternal fealty unto its cause. 
And as his arm the badge of Gonda bore. 
The Wizard bowed beneath the robbers' laws ! 

PART III. — A REVELATION. 

The morning air played o'er the mountain tops, 
And bore the matin bell upon its tide ; 
The early husbandman toiled at his crops, 
While Echo to his merry song replied ; 
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And all was bustle in the rough-hewn haDs 

Of Gronda^s mountain home. The chieftain^s throne 

Was occupied, and, seated round the walls, 

The soldiers listened to their chief, whose tone 

Was loud and vehement, as oft he spoke 

Of war and plunder that was offered now 

Unto their arms by quarrels that had broke 

Out 'mongst the tribes of Italy ; below 

Him stood the Wizard and Alora, whom 

The chief offc counselled with ere giving out 

His speech unto the soldier-crowded room, 

When of its certainty he held a doubt. 

A soldier stepped towards the velvet stage 

On which Alora stood, and bowing low, 

Made sign that he would speak, and quick the sage 

Commanded silence on the mass below. 

" Signer," the soldier said, " last eve, as here 

I kept my watch, a close-veiled woman passed 

Beside me, and upon the badge my spear 

And armour bore oft anxious glances cast. 

Tin, seeming satisfied, she neared me, and 

With hesitation that I plain could see, 

Though hid her feu^e, made briefly this demand, 

That I would bear this manuscript to thee." 

Alora took the note within his hands 

(While fled the colour from Di Werfen's face), 

And with his dagger cut the silken bands 

That kept the openings closed within their place ; 

And as he read his eye shot fire, and white 

As Werfen's grew his youthful cheek, while quick 

He turned towards his chieftain, and, in spite 

His self-control, his trembling tones were thick 

With deep emotions, and implored aloud 

His absence from the council, and ne'er ceased 

His wild request until Di Gonda bowed 

Unto his wish, and bade him be released. 
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In vain the Wizard pointed out the loss 
His absence caused, appealing to the throng, 
And urging with his cunning that a course 
Which made so much delay waa surely wrong ; 
In vain he put his reasons forth which were 
Against Alora's going; for how knew 
They that the untried Werfen was sincere, 
And who could doubt their youthful captain true ? 

Alora left the cave, and hurried past 
The rocky mount like lightning, till he came 
Unto the bustling city, and at last 
Had reached a ruined domicile (the same 
That Werfen tenanted before), whose sides 
Were almost crumbling into dust, while round 
Them swept the gusty wind in angry tides, 
And bore some fiiagment to the littered ground. 

The dimly-flickering lamp was placed beside 
A lowly pallet, by whose tattered gear 
The young chief, following his written guide, 
Had sunk upon a rude and broken chair. 
His fajce was calmer, and his breast alone 
Showed pain by each tumultuous stifled sigh. 
And nought now broke the silence save the groan 
That often left that bed of agony. 

He watched with anxious fSeuse the wasted form 
Of her he loved so dearly, and his eyes, 
Suffused with Pity's tears, oft let the warm 
Drops slowly down his cheek, as deep surprise 
And sorrow filled his mind as still as death 
He gazed upon the breast that lifeless seemed. 
Save but the intermittent half-drawn breath, 
Oft choked with sobs of anguish as she dreamed. 
How pale that brow, as buried deep within 
The jetty hair the blue veins rose to view, 
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The polished marble of the youthful skin 

A striking contrast to their deep tint threw ; 

The heaving rounded breast that cast aside 

The tress that fain would shield from Morpheus^ arms, 

Who closed the eyes within his dreamy tide 

But that he might the more survey its charms. 

And then she woke ; but what a change overcame 
Those lovely features ! Thrice the heating blood 
Rose to her cheek, then fled again in shame 
And fear before the eye of him who stood 
Before her gaze ; she leant upon her hand, 
Her lips apart, her dark hair rolling o'er 
In masses lovelier than the art-formed band 
Her neck that whiteness of the snowdrift bore. 

" Alora ! " cried she ; " hast thou come to curse 

My faJlen state — ^to heap with taunts my shame, 

And bid me die unheeded, lest a worse 

Disgrace should come upon my tainted name? 

Oh ! if so, hear me first, then judge me as 

Thy noble nature shall think fit ! K sin 

So deep has been my path, it forced has 

Been on me, and I still may pity win. 

Oh ! would to Heaven I had haply loved 

Thee as thou ever sought, and yet, indeed, 

Thine heart, compared to mine so false, has proved 

Itself too worthy of the thoughts that feed 

My bosom as the power of love ; and yet 

I chose him rather to my heart, and still 

I even love the one who could forget 

The virtue he has stolen. Oh ! the will, 

The ruthless power, that turned my youthful dreams 

Towards him, that filled with visions ever bright 

Where he alone was idoled, and still seems 

He, as I dream, beside, as on the night 

He sought our mansion, when I quitted thee 

With scorn and pride, and o'er and o'er would tell 
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The dream of love that shuddering now I see, 
I thought was happiness, and found a hell ! 
And now they summon me to rise on high, 
Demanding purity while yet alive ; 
And though I loathe to live, I fear to die, 
For Heaven asks me what I cannot give ! 

^^ I would not seek revenge, but bid thee spare 
Thy deadly rival ; yet I fein would warn 
Thee Against his arts, and back — ^by laying bare 
My knowledge of his dark designs — ^have torn 
The veil of myst'ry that impends o'er those 
Who trust his friendship. Listen to me, ere 
Grim death above my wretched span shall close, 
And to the unknown land my spirit bear. 
Oh ! deign to hear me. Dearest ! chide me not, 
I know not what I say ! Let, in the hour 
Of death that nears me, be my shame forgot, 
And speak to me as thou (when ere the power 
Of Him seduced my heart) wert wont to speak. 
Oh ! call me thine, and let me think the pain 
I caused thee is atoned for ; do not wreak 
Thy vengeance on me now ; let once again 
Thine eyes beam love upon my guilty own. 
And smile their tenderness ! But why delay 
I from my hard avowal ? I have shown 
Not that for which I sent for thee I Betray 
Me not when I have told thee ! Thou hast heard 
How he I name seduced me ; how he swore 
To hold me as his wife, and broke the word 
My bosom recked not but to trust before I 
Again my courage Mis me ; hardly dare 
I name him, for I still do love him yet. 
'Tis Heaven bids me do so 1 Oh, beware I 
Thou seest the victim of Di Werfen's net I " 

She sank exhausted on the tattered bed. 

The chieftain bending o'er her, while his teeth 
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Clenched tightly, and his glaring eye-balls shed 
(A contrast to the lid-closed ones beneath) 
A strange, wild, frenzied fire ; and as caressed 
He oft her lovely sinking form, the whole 
Seemed like some splendid painting that expressed 
The passions hanging o'er a guileless soul I 

His arms were round her neck, and fell his tears 
Upon her cheek, while formed their lips a kiss, 
The purest that her mouth had felt since years 
Ago her life was robbed of love like this ; 
Still pure in modesty, her failing breath 
Was mingled with his own ; her heated hand 
Pressed his with all her dying force, and Death 
Was conquered for awhile, and stayed the sand ! 

At length she started from their dear embrace 

And pointed to the heavens with a sigh, 

While deep-pained spasms oft convulsed her face, 

And heaved her snowy breast with agony. 

" Behold ! " she cried, " the cold world's dreary gaze I 

Hist to their jibeing laugh, the mocking eye 

Gives no resource, no hope sheds from its rays 

But to sink deeper in dark infamy ! 

In vain they hear my tale, no friendly breast 

Is turned the helpless one deceived to save ; 

And racking thought but gives a fatal rest 

In deeper pleasures or a self-sought grave I 

Oh I save me from their scorn ; their forms appear 

As those of demons on some dire work bent 

Against my soul I Oh ! Werfen, couldst thou hear 

Me now, e'en thy hard bosom would relent ! 

" Yet now they change, and clothed in heavenly white 
Become those forms, they cease the chilling scoff. 
And take the contrite soul within their light. 
And cast the loathsome, erring body off ; 
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Whfle worda of pity from their lips oft flow 
Unto the earth beneath, yet fail to bear 
Within the hearts of those who dwell below 
Their sound, for long its home is closed there. 
And now my wearied spirit is no more 
From Earth's harsh judging breast in sorrow driven. 
Adieu, Alora ! — spare him — all is o'er — 
'Tis Jesu calls — and Heaven has forgiven !" 

He felt the lifeless clay grow colder 'twixt 

His trembling hands ; and swiftly, with a shriek 

Of pain and agonising madness mixed, 

He rose, and in a moment more would reek 

His dagger in his own hot blood— when, lo ! 

His hand arrested seemed, and quickly dropped, 

Unable to eflTect the fatal blow, 

And on the white palm of the lost one stoppM. 

Dear reader, hast thou ever knelt beside 

The bed of sickness, watching idly by 

While life is yielding up its ebbing tide, 

And well proclaiming earth^s mortality ? 

Oh I hast thou listened for the scarce-heard throb, 

That, fainter growing, fills the breast of one 

Thou lovest dearly ; when the rising sob 

Of sorrow for the life whose sand has run, 

Seems but to reach the breast, and there to strive 

To raise the bounds that hold it down, and yet 

Refuses to break forth its sound, and give 

Its sweet relief to pangs thy thoughts beget? 

Oh I hast thou watched the glassy eye, and seen 

The paling frame sink trembling from the grasp 

Of Death, who slowly comes, and heard between 

Each last-expiring, wild-distorting gasp. 

Thy name pronounced ; and then, when all is o'er, 

And that bright spirit from the clay is riven, 

Hast seen the lips still smUe, as if they bore 

The last thought of thee with them unto Heaven V 
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Then hast thou, bending o^er the corse, not felt 

The desolation of the world without 

The one just fled ? Has not the feeling dwelt 

(Though, perhaps, for one short moment, one of doubt), 

Of whether 'twere not better then to leave 

Thy sad existence, and for ever fly 

From where thy heart seems but ordained to grieve, 

To join the one beloved in realms on high ? 

Then is it that a gentle balm descends 
Upon the harrowed soul, and drives the thought 
Of self-destruction swift away, and lends 
The grateful solace that the spirit sought. 
Oh ! is not this the freed soul of the dead, 
That, having reached its goal with blessings rife, 
Would, whispering comfort past its grassy bed. 
Bid turn thee once again with hope to life ? 

PART IV. — ^A PLOT AND ITS EXECUTION. 

Meanwhile the coimcil separated, and 
Di Werfen sought his chamber, where his tread 
Might oft be heard beneath, as with clenched hand 
And furrow'd brow he strode the floor overhead ; 
His features pale that dark expression wore 
That fancy in a demon's face portrays. 
And cast upon the ground his eyes oft bore 
The glisten of the serpent in their rays. 

" Tis o'er," he cried; *'^the spell is broken, and 

But opportunity is needed now ; 

I have another enemy, and stand 

Upon the brink of Chance ; the fatal blow 

Must now be struck or never, and the aid 

ilTow from my very foe shall be derived ; 

I have but sought the hour that had betrayed 

Them to my hands, and now it has arrived. 
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She dies, and would Alora call to ask 

His easy pardon ; and must then her heart 

Her ruin and its author now unmask, 

And to his deep impassioned breast impart 

A hate for me ? Di Gonda will I seek, 

And ope my plans on him, and while at rest 

Alora's sword, my own revenge I'll wreak, 

And turn his weapon 'gainst his own young breast." 

Above the cave, within the solid stone. 

Was cut a room, whose entrance must be gained 

By ladder, at the owner's will alone, 

Who dropped it from the trap where 'twas retained 

By sliding ropes, and this when danger near 

Had formed a place of safety to the band. 

Who sought its depths without the slightest fear. 

So secret was the door, that (save by whom 

The secret of its fastening had been planned) 

None could have fancied that it closed the room 

Where those all Naples sought for were contained 

In deadly ambush ; for above the foe 

They oft had poured their darts, and 'neath had stained 

The floor with many a red and gory flow. 

To this Di Werfen bent his steps, and drew 
The signal cord, and told the watchword, when 
The massive door back on its hinges flew. 
And showed the ingress to the secret den. 
The ladder down, he mounted, and then shut 
Again the aperture behind him, while 
He threaded quick a hall with pillars cut 
From out the rock, that formed a peristyle. 
And reached a massive door, that opened to 
Di Gonda's rooms, whose splendour showed the best 
Of Naples' workmanship, and seemed as though 
But Taste and Beauty chose it as their nest. 



THE GUERILLA. 35 

A sUken, taesell^d couch, with gilded feet, 
Di Gonda's broad form bore, and close beside 
Him, on a scarcely less elaborate seat, 
Di Werfen vainly sought to stem the tide 
Of wrath that left his lips ; his hand was laid 
Upon his captain's arm, and in his eyes 
The old Satanic light they held oft played, 
As listened he in feigned or real surprise. 

" Thou liest ! " cried Di Gonda ; " dar'st thou tell 
Me that Alora's false ? Eh ! worse than that — 
My wife has listened to a love that fell 
From his young lips ? And yet the scenes combat 
That thou hast shown, against thy fsilsity. 
And prove their guilt. And yet cannot conceive 
My thoughts that her sweet nature could belie 
Her so. My Iltide ! No ; I'll not believe ! " 

" My lord," said Werfen, in his honied tone, 

" Thou knowest that I love thee, then what good 

Could aught bring unto me that should alone 

Kaise pain in thy kind breast? Oh ! Heaven, would 

The tale I tell were false 1 Yet I have watched. 

And sought for thee and thine ; plans have I heard, 

That lie within Alora's breast unhatched. 

Yet ready for their time, and not one word 

Have ere I breathed before until my breast 

Had felt their certainty, and then my love 

For thee me bade no longer lie at rest. 

But tell the scenes my words shall shortly prove." 

" Ay, prove them," cried the chieftain ; " not till then 

WiU I believe thee ; guile could never rest 

Within her ever-truthful heart ; and when 

'Tis proved then strike thy sword into this breast, 

That lives for her alone. The saints forfend 

The dreadful moment that shall teach my life, 

d2 
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That love which lasts so long mast even end 
When lurking in the bosom of a wife ! " 

Meanwhile Alora reached again the cave 
And sought the gentle Etide (who had been 
Like to a mother towards him since the grave 
Had closed above his own, ere scarce had seen 
His infant eyes the ever-gentle &uce 
A tender mother owns, bent o'er his own), 
To tell the scenes he'd witnessed, and to place 
Before her mind the danger that had shown 
The lost one, to hang o'er her guileless head 
From Werfen's arts ; and dwelt he long upon 
The sad scene of her death, till slowly shed 
From those soft eyes their tear-drops one by one, 

" Thou dost remember," said he, "each sad day, 
When ere thou hadst become Di Gonda's bride, 
How oft he persecuted every way 
To win thy gentle love, and still the tide 
Of passion that his breast contained before 
Flows onward now ; he seeks but some respite 
Of Gonda's vigilance, to strive once more 
To win thy form, and then to quit the height." 

Her lovely bosom swelled with wrath and pride 
As heard the sweet Iltide his words, and oft 
The flush of indignation dashed aside 
The alabaster of her brow, so soft 
And rich with youthful beauty, and then fright — 
Or, perhaps, foreknowledge of the dreadful doom 
Impending o'er her — blanched her cheek as white 
And deathly as the inmate of the tomb. 

" Alora ! " cried she, " I will seek the room 
In which my husband sleeping lies, and break 
(Although I loathe above his heart a gloom 
To cast, yet now I must at any stake) 
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This sadd'ning news. Adieu ! let not thy heart 
For us be clouded by aught of alarm. 
My love, whatever comes, shall ne'er depart, 
And, while thou'rt near us, we are safe from harm." 

The young chief kissed her hand, and, bowing low, 
Turned from the room, and left the corridor ; 
And, as his steps died off, a sound below 
Of voices reached the room so still before. 
" See, see ! he leaves her room ! " Di Werfen cried, 
" And softly, as a thief, his steps do wend." 
And then Di Gonda's trembling tones replied, 
" 'Tis so ! Di Werfen, thou'rt my only friend ! " 

PART V. — ^JEALOUSY. 

Sleep fled the couch on which Alora lay 
That weary night ; and ere the sun had brought 
His sparkling beams to light the coming day 
He left his restless bed, and, in deep thought, 
Paced o'er the floor, oft stopping long to gaze 
Upon a letter from his chief, that bore 
An order to depart thence, ere the rays 
Of morn had burst the lofty mountains o'er, 
Upon an expedition, and refused 
To see him ere he went. In vain the youth 
Read o'er this sudden note, and thoughtful mused 
Above its strange contents, until the truth 
That Werfen's arts were in it struck his mind, 
And flUed his bosom with alarm; for why 
Should he be thus dismissed, and yet not find 
An ingress to his chief to make reply ? 

" What vile plot has the Wizard now ? " he cried, 
" What dark design upon our chief, that I 
Am now forbidden, too, to seek his side 
And give my counsel ? for he does deny 
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My presence there. 'Tis well I told my tale 
To Iltide, tliat if I must be away, 
She still can warn her lord, and drag the veil 
I fear the Wizard has cast o'er his prey 
From off his eyes. And yet 'tis hard to leave 
The only beings that I love — ^the one 
Who fostered me, and bade me cease to grieve 
For those my childhood lost, and, as a son, 
Has won my sole affections since mine heart 
Gave passion's love to darksome Death away 
With her who died last night ! Yet I depart : 
My captain wills it, and I must obey I" 

He strode unto the yard, where, 'neath, he saw. 
Already moimted on their steeds, the band 
Who left the cave to seek the chance of war 
That now was raging in that sunny land ; 
And as he placed his foot within the gilt 
And figured stirrup, and sprang lightly 'twixt 
The gaudy trappings of the massive-built 
And active steed he rode, his eyes were fixed 
Upon the home he loved fix)m infancy ; 
And, bravest of the brave, the tear was &in 
To dim the brightness of his flashing eye, 
For those old halls his voice ne'er woke again. 

A light shone dimly through the curtained space 

That formed the window in the rocky walls 

Of ntide's chamber, and strove to displace 

But slowly Night's dark shades from out the f&Qa 

Of drapery around the sleeper's bed. 

And drowned near in its own the yellow ray 

A lamp, suspended from the ceiling, shed, 

In feeble rivalry, 'gainst brighter day. 

Sweet sleep had still'd the form that now reclined 
Upon the gaudy couch, and raised the flush 
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Upon her youthful cheek, and, unconfined, 
Her hair, like wayy streamlets, seemed to gush 
Above her neck ; one white arm hung beside, 
And held the curtain in its half-closed palm 
While through her open lips the sweet breath sighed, 
And bore upon its wings a scented charm. 

The door was opened, and Di Gonda strode 

Into the chamber, but so diflferent ; 

His face no more with healthy colour glowed, 

But, pale and deathly, often underwent 

The effort of some inward spasm, which 

He strove in vain to conquer. Now his dress 

(Though still with all its gaudy trappings rich) 

Had lost the air of taste that once, not less 

Than aU its finery, had made his form 

Appear so costly, and upon his brow 

The gathering-^ of some terrific storm 

Above the ocean, formerly so low 

Within its harmless plashings — seemed to rise 

And swell his veins like cords, as when in vain 

Some stream, unable to the rock that lies 

Within its course remove, its waves remain 

E'er swelling as the spring from whence they rise. 

Still trickles on and adds imto its tides. 

Till, swollen to overflowing in its size. 

It casts the weight or bursts the reeking sides. 

He gazed upon his wife, and sorrow drove 
All anger &om his breast ; he thought again 
Of those sweet days that teemed with happy love. 
Ere jealousy had turned their bliss to pain. 
Oh, Heaven 1 had he known the dream her rest 
Brought o'er her mind of love for him alone. 
Again within his arms had lain that breast. 
And brought back happiness unto his own ! 
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She dreamed a Teil of cknid was cast above 

Her £Eice, and, though she aften stroye to tear 

Its folds, she was unable to lemoye 

The clinging darknen &om her vision ere 

A masBive hand had drawn it off, and saw 

She then Di Werfen, struggling, bind it o^er 

Her husband's features, while he seemed afar 

To take him firom her. Thmi the Wizard came 

Again towards her, and his eyes glowed forth 

The fires of hell, and oft the lambent flame 

Strove vainly to leap out in seeming wrath. 

As drew she back — ^into her breast ; and then 

They vanished, and, instead, a stream of gore 

Shot firom his eyes and reached her bosom, when 

It seemed to flow from there, and as she bore 

Her eyes that way she saw a reeking knife 

Fall from her snowy vest, and Werlen stood 

And gazed with smiles upon her parting life, 

His fingers dripping with her flowing blood. 

Again she looked, and saw Alora borne 

Before her path upon the soft wind's breath, 

AVhile cold his limbs, within his garments torn, 

Hung downwards in the helplessness of death. 

She tl^ought she called for succour, but the same 

His form remained within its spattered gear. 

And then she shrieked " Alora I " and tli>3 name 

Burst through her dream and struck her husband^s ear ! 

He started, and his face was madly wrought 
With pain, as sprang she from her deadly sleep, 
And close unto his feet her sweet form brought. 
Oft shuddering ^neath the gaze he still would ke^ 
Upon her face. At last, her trembling heart, 
With torture writhing ^neath its unknown fears, 
No longer could sustain its trying part, 
And found relief within a flood of tears. 
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" Alphonse !" she cried, " oh! speak to me, and tell 
Me liiat thou knowest me I Why gaze thine eyes 
Upon me thus, that I dare not thy well- 
Beloved form approach? Oh! why disguise 
Thy pain from me ? What agony so deep 
That I shall fail to soothe, thy bosom wrings? 
Oh ! tell me, husband ! Do no longer keep 
My heart within the pain thy silence brings ! " 

" I know thee, woman !" cried he, " ay, too well 

To be deceived again by thee ! E*en now 

Thy very sleep has made thy false breast swell 

With his — ^my rival's — ^name, and paled thy brow 

For his base love. Thy dreams, I fondly thought 

Were mine, are filled with his young form. Ay, now 

Pale 'neath my gaze, as if my words had taught 

A feeling that thy senses did not know ! 

I came not here to blame thee, but, once more, 

To bid thee my adieu ; to stifle down 

The wrath my bosom felt, and give, before 

I left thy form for e'er, the chance, thou'st shown 

Me was so useless, of thy innocence ! 

And now — when first I seek thee, ere depart 

I on, perhaps, a fatal journey hence — 

I find his form engraven on thine heart 

With thoughts that should belong to me, and hear. 

In sleep, upon thy perjured lips his name — 

An index of the theme thy visions bear — 

For e'en thy dreams have told thy guilty shame ! 

Speak not ; I leave thee now, thy faithless heart 

Is free again, but nevermore shall beat 

With bliss like that mine own sought to impart, 

That bowed to Loveliness and found Deceit I " 

He turned to go, but, ere he ope'd the door, 

She sprang towards him, but her strength gave way, 
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And sank she fftmting on the covered floor, 
Just as her anna had, holding, bade him stay 
And hear her pure defence ; but reached him not 
That frantic clasp, or, Werfen, all thy arts 
Could not have aided longer in the plot 
Thou formedst thus to separate their hearts ; 
All helpless fell they by her side, and ^neath 
Her agony her silvery voice was stDl ; 
The soul held volumes in it, but the breath 
Refused to give a sound ; and Gonda, ill 
Construing all her sUence, &}sely dreamed 
Her voice for lack of innocence delayed, 
And knew not that the heart, that unmoved seemed, 
Was slowly breaking ^neath the wound he'd made. 



PART VI. — THE CRIME, AND ITS REWARD. 

Two months had left their ripening trace upon 

The luscious vine, that flUed the fertile plain 

Of sun-girt Naples, since the chief had gone 

From out its boundaries, and once again 

The traveller was jfree to pass above 

The mountains unmolested, for the horde 

Had been forbidden by their chief to rove, 

To help the needy and to rob the lord. 

And now remained on guard, 'neath the command 

Of Werfen, whom their chief as delegate 

Had left the leader of the remnant band. 

Until, returned, he should resume his state. 

Two months had left their care-worn trace upon 

The lovely cheek of Utide, and the hand 

Of Time had fallen heavily on one 

So shortly ere who seemed as if to stand 

Beyond the Mower's blade ; and now that same 

Brief Time had clothed the fields, so drear before, 
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With Nature's loveliest hues, and joyful came 
Nought save the joys of summer, showering o'er 
Their flower-spangled verdure, yet had caused, 
Unbrightened by the sun of each long day, 
With anguish of the heart that never paused. 
The fairest flower to pine and jGewie away. 

Hung round with dreary black was now that room. 

Where bliss had once reigned absolute, and gave 

The darksome folds the aspect of a tomb 

Unto the dim-lit chamber, silent, save 

The gentle breathing of the form reclined 

Upon the sombre couch, or oft the sigh 

Of sorrow that the pain-wrung breast resigned 

Unto the zephyr as it floated by. 

Oh ! Etide, is it thou, whose peach-like cheek 

Once charmed all Naples, from whose sparkling eye 

The proudest heart had vied a glance to seek ? 

Is this thy brow, before so nobly high 

And polished ? or 'tis but some fantasy. 

Though like, yet so unlike, the fair one whom 

We left so short before, and heightened by 

The sombre aspect of the dreary room ? 

Ah ! no ; the fiend has triumphed for awhile. 
And this one victim of his demon arts ! 
This — ^this the deep revenge — his secret guile 
Has sought to win ! And yet from hence departs, 
Though won his goal, the sweet his heart conceived 
To lie within its conquest ; and still gnaws 
The passion at his soul that, unrelieved, 
But urges on (since Conscience' gentle laws 
Are silenced) to worse crimes, while o'er his soul 
The clouds of apprehension oft are cast, 
And fain the veil of Time to backward roll, 
Hell fills the future, and Remorse the past ! 
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She slept not — ^but the lids overdosed her eyes 
And shut their light from earth ; and often heaved 
Her marble bosom with the heavy sigh 
Of anguish that her tender heart aggrieved. 
Her thin, wan hand clasped to her lips of stone 
A crucifix, and ever and anon 
She kissed it, and in each embrace her own 
Form seemed a happier calmness to have won. 

The tapestry was separated, and 

The lofty form of Werfen stood before 

The curtained couch ; his thickly-jewel'd hand 

Seemed trembling 'neath his robe, and flushes o^er 

His face were cast as those of fever, while 

His eye was restless as it shot beneath 

The lash its covert glances fraught with guile ; 

His brows were downward drawn, his heavy breath 

Was short and intermittent, as his heart 

Beat loudly Against his bosom, as it strove 

The courage to his muscles to impart 

To carry through the plot his mind had wove. 

He moved towards her, while unclosed her eyes 
As sprang she, utt'ring *' Monster !" from his touch, 
But caught he heedless of her frantic cries, 
And held her hand within his vice-like clutch ; 
In vain she strove to free herself, till seized 
She up the crucifix, and by its aid 
She struck away his hand, and when released 
Sprang swiftly from the second grasp he made. 

" Mind, girl!" he cried, enraged, " I warn thee now 
But for the latest time. I come not here 
To harm thee, if to my demands thou'lt bow, 
And grant my old request. If not, no fear, 
Nor soft entreaty as before, shall daunt 
Me in my fixed intent ; on thy reply 
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Now hangs thy doom, and every useless taunt 
Shall add to my revenge. Be mine, or die !'* 

^* Base yillain!^* cried the woman, and her form 
DUated as she spoke, and changed her face, 
Now from the marble hewn and stilly calm 
It wore before. " Far sooner in this place, 
Where, ere thy serpent form had entered, lay 
The sweet retreat of love and peace, while he 
Thou hast betrayed remained here — rather, say 
I, will I die, than yield one foot to thee ! 
Shall sooner fw from this luihappy breast 
Thy dagger drag by torture out the life, 
Than that one blot by thee shall ever rest 
Of shame upon Alphonse di Gonda's wife ! ^' 

H.&r fftce glowed crimson as she said these words, 
And stamped her foot upon the ground, as came 
The Wizard, almost stung to madness, towards 
Her form, and now within his breast the flame 
Of passion ceded place to vengeance ; and 
Though strove she to evade his grasp, he wound 
His Angers in each loosened jetty band 
Of hair, and dragged her panting to the ground. 

" Tis well,^* hissed through his teeth ; ^^ eight weary weeks 
** Have I played slave to thee, and strove to gain 
Thy heart by kindness ; now, with sueing shrieks. 
Thou shalt cringe unto me, and beg in vain, 
As I have begged 1 Henceforth my bosom bears 
But hate the deadliest, since thou, slighting, hast 
Destroyed my love I Each raging passion tears 
My bosom for revenge, and hence I cast 
All human feelings out 1 Thy charms shall fail 
To move me now, and thus shalt expiate 
Thy constancy, with none to know the tale : 
Thou hast refiued my offers—take thy fa.ieV* 
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She sank upon her trembling knees, beneath 
His flashing eye of demon rage, and cow'd, 
While o'er her snowy neck her hair did wreath, 
In helpless fear, before the words that flowed 
From out his ashen lips ; and, clinging close 
Unto the brutal murderer's knees, besought. 
With frantic cries, her life, while seemed to lose 
His face its rage, and be with madness wrought. 
He flung her from him, and his raised-up hand 
Flew to his dagger, dragging too the sheath 
Within its frenzied impulse fix)m the band 
That girded round his waist. One flery wreath 
Its momentary glitter swiftJy shed, 
As on the steel the sparkling moonbeams played, 
And then he knew no more, half mad, he fled 
With that pure bosom's life-blood on his blade ! 

The wild bird hovered round the deep ravine 
Beneath the robbers' cave, and shrieked aloud 
With joy, and called his fellows from between 
The lorldly trees, till, in a darksome crowd, 
They swept around a hideous mass that lay 
All crushed and gory on the rock below, 
Where, as the mountain stream swept on its way, 
'Twas tinged far downwards with a ruddy glow ; 
And, with their flapping wings and greedy bills, 
They held their nauseous feast, while others flocked. 
With straining pinions, from the neighb'ring hills. 
Until with dusky forms the ridge was blocked. 

There, 'neath their struggling talons, scarce with one 
Dark feature not distorted, now was cast 
Eltor di Werfen, every triumph gone 
That urged his ruthless passions to the last. 
There lay he mangled, with the heavy curse 
Of all his victims on him, and the prized 
Revenge reft from his bosom by a worse 
Death than his own dark brain had e'er devised ! 
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PART VII. — ^THE RETURN : THE WITCHES' CAVE. 

Five firuitfiil summers had with honest spoil 

Re-filled the gamers of the husbandman ; 

The sun had risen to hk early toa 

For five long years, the ravages to scan 

That ruthless Time had made, and send his light 

On new and youthful generations sprung 

From those he'd gladdened long before, whose sight 

Had since been dimmed by death, and yet there rung 

The merry song and laughter through the plain 

He shone upon, and still beneath his rays 

The sound of rustic love- vows breathed again 

As joyously as those of bygone days ! 

Upon the lofty mountain's rugged path 
An aged warrior toiled his way, and oft 
He stooped beside the streamlet's puny wrath 
And quenched his burning thirst within its soft 
And cooling waters ; then with brisker strides 
Besumed his walk unto the rude-built bridge 
That flung was o'er the river, now whose tides 
Had formed a broad stream, dashing down the ridge. 

'•'' And this," the trav'Uer mused, ^^ is this the spot 
Once held so dear by me — the sweet abode 
Of married love, until the sacred knot 
By Fate was cut apart ? Methinks, once flowed 
This river with more beauty, and once shone 
This sun more brightly o'er the mountain height. 
Ere Fortune left me wandering alone, 
And reft of those dear eyes, my life's sole light ! 
And now I seek my former home again. 
Where all I love was left, to find its halls 
But witchcraft and the Devil's arts contain ; 
While reeks the tapestry that hangs the walls 



48 ECHOES FROM DBEAMLAXD. 

(That once rejoiced at her sweet voice) with dire 
And venomed potions which, although I strive 
Against their arts, have forced me to desire 
To try their power, and to bid them give 
Me insight to the scenes that since I left 
Have happened, and this night hj spells to have 
The veil that covers over her fate reft, 
And shown the secrets of the silent grave/* 

How different the cave, that once unknown. 

So secret was its door, was now bereft 

Of all the shady foliage that, thrown 

Before it, once had hid its rugged cleft ; 

Now, bare of ev'ry tree, it gaped above 

The yawning precipice, while from its top 

A vapour from a new-cut outlet strove 

To free itself, and, oft condensed, would drop 

In poisoned liquid to the ground, and told 

The use the cave served now. Two years before — 

It being quite deserted then — an old 

And £ai'-£amed witch had suddenly the shore 

Of Naples reached, and took her residence 

Within its walls, where by each talked-of spell 

She rose to fame within the city, whence 

Large numbers oft would come to hear her fell 

And darksome omens. There the broken heart 

Belief found, and the murderer there obtained 

The deadly poison that could pangs impart 

Of agony his own soul after gained. 

Within the cave was hung a curtain dyed 
With gory red across the middle, which 
Concealed the magic cauldron, and beside, 
Within a figured circle, stood the witch ; 
Her long red hair hung down her back, and hid 
Her forehead ^neath its masses ; clasped within 
Her withered hands she held the cauldron^s lid, 
As peeped she in its depths ; and on her thin 
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Aad crooked shoulder stood an owl, his eyes 
E'er twinkling with a fiendish joy, as gazed 
He in her wrinkled face, and hetuxl the cries 
That uttered she each time the lid she raised. 

" Seethe," she cried; " ye hissing potions, 

Hear ye not his steps approach ? 
Come, ye spirits of the oceans, 

With the lands your poisons broach ! 
Hear ye not his beating pulses ? 
Fear his features oft convulses. 
Come, ye spirits, joy is nigh us, 
Death, our king, is floating by us. 

*^ Hark ! the knell is ringing gaily. 
See the corpse-lights round the bier ; 

And the form in death grows paly 
Of him who will soon be here ! 

Come, ye spirite, nurth is nigh us, 

Death is floating ever by us ! " 

Ere had the last sounds of this direful strain 

Died oflT, the trav'ller entered, and his fiice 

Was paled with fear, and often seemed he fiEdn 

To turn again and leave the sombre place. 

The witch turned to him, and, with outstretched hand, 

Quick pointed to a seat cut in the stone, 

And uttering to the owl a short command. 

It left her arm, and flew with croaking tone 

Towards the curtain ; while the hag drew nigh 

The trembling warrior, and, with bared arms. 

Seized up a strange-shaped wand that hung close by. 

And, uttering mystic words, began her charms. 

** Alphonse di Gonda," cried she, as she stayed 
Her movements for an instant, ^^ hast thou well 
Thy present direful undertaking weighed 
WitWn thy mind ? Yet is there time the spell. 
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To break through now, if thou doet fear to have 
Thy rafih wish entered into, if away 
Thou wouldest go ungated, and the grave 
Leave secret and untouched. Art fearful ? Say ! '' 

Fear still Di Gonda^s hardy features paled, 
And swift his pulses urged their ruddy flow, 
But yet his lion heart to daunt it fedled, 
And firm his voice was as he answered — " No 1 " 

The witch turned round and slowly drew aside 
The crimson curtain, and exposed to view 
A massive cauldron, from which rose a tide 
Of thickening steam, tinged with a blueish hue ; 
And then with cabalistic words she raised 
Her wand, and passed it through the vapour till 
It vanished, and a roaring flame up-blazed, 
And seemed that whole side of the cave to fill. 
Again the. vapour rose, but this time spread 
Like to a curtain o^er the bowl, and brake. 
While quick on either side the fragments fled ; 
And then the space it left seemed slow to take 
The shape of earthly forms ; and, ere had flown 
Another moment, came before his eyes 
A single grave, with fresh-bom moss overgrown, 
That broke aaunder, and seemed thence to rise 
The form of young Alora, in his breast 
A wound, and on his lips the chieftain seemed 
To see his name impressed, as if his last 
Thoughts bore anxiety for him, and dreamed 
But of his captain^s welfiEu:e. Then this passed 
Away, and in its stead the flickering light 
Showed forth another picture, and before 
llim stood Di Werfen, with his face debased 
By passion, as he bent his tall form o'er 
The wife's dead form upon the dark couch placed - 
There lay she pure and tranquil now, as if 
Her form were but o'ercome iiji Sleep's soft rest. 
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Save but the coldness of the limbs so stiff, 
And gore that trickled from her peaceful breast ! 

Quite bloodless was the robber^s hardy cheek, 
And sweat-clogged fell his ringlets o'er his breast, 
While seemed he powerless, and though to speak 
His chest heaved, 'twas unable ; and the rest 
Of his proud form was still ; no muscle stirred. 
Save the wild eye, that oft the group would scan ; 
And seemed he, save his breath, that loud was heard, 
More like a statue than a living man. 

And now he saw it all. His heart conceived 

The gory tale his absence caused, and felt 

He as her murd'rer, since he had believed 

Aught wrong against her guileless breast, where dwelt 

But love for him ; and then his strong frame shook 

Beneath his grief, as, once again before 

His eyes, rose up the supplicating look 

Of her he parted from to meet no more \ 

Again the wand was raised, and now the flame 
Gave forth but fiendish shapes, and filled the air 
Was with their mocking laughter as they came 
In troops towards him, and beneath their stare. 
So wild and deathlike, sank he on the floor. 
His sense overcome by fright, and through his brain 
That form still flitted with its breast of gore. 
And ringing in his ears its shriek of pain. 
Once more his eyes were ope'd, and once again 
That hellish band rushed round him in their dance 
Of wild delight, while seemed they, distant, friin 
To seize him, yet they touched not ; but his glance 
Now heeded not ; no more ^ith pain his breath 
Heaved up his chest ; no more bis face expressed 
A terror of their forms, for stony Death 
Laughed at their puny efforts from his bre98t ! 
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" Hist ! " the witch's harsh voice ringing 

From the caye's recesses, cried, 
And the wild, unearthly singing. 

To her joyful tones replied — 
" See, the victim conquered by us. 
Death is here, our king is nigh us ! " 

PART Vni. — ^THE GRAVE. 

Beside the ruin-crumbled cavern rose 

A mossy grave, that Rumour tells then held 

The body of the robber chief, and shows 

That on that fatal night the cave was felled 

Unto the ground by earthquake, and the morn 

Broke o'er its ruins in a blood-red streak, 

While offc upon the tempest's wind were borne 

The groans as of the dying, and one shriek 

Of female agony ; and when arose 

The scared inhabitants of Naples sought 

They first the rock, and with surprise they found 

The corpse of him 'gainst whom for years they'd fought 

Without success, all mangled on the ground. 

And 'neath the hanging brier, where former days 

Had given his life its greatest gain and loss. 

They laid him, and more tears fell. Rumour says, 

Of gratitude than curses o'er his corse. 



ON THE MAINE. 



The evening wind swept o'er the shallow tide 
lliat forms the river Maine, and silent rode 
Our little steamer on its surface, save 
The steady paddle-strokes that cast aside 
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The waves that bore its weight, as man will oft, 

Ungrateful for the help he craved at first, 

When gotten, cast the giver from him, while 

He lives but on his bounty, and has formed 

A stepping-stone of him he sneers on now. 

And rarely now we passed the dripping team 

Of horses plodding on their way against 

The faint-resisting tide, nor heard a&ir 

The wild shout of their drivers, as they lashed 

The jaded cattle o'er the sandy soil. 

And now the moon gleamed slowly through the haze 

That rose from off the stream, and dashed away 

The veil of Night that, conquered, melted from 

Its rays and sank beneath the banks, where long 

It unmolested reigned in darkest shades. 

What sweet sensations passed my bosom through 

As gazed I on the orb so fiery red. 

And darting its bright rays across the smooth, 

Clear river, still and lucid, till our craft 

Passed o'er its mirrored track and ruthless dashed 

Its rays to fragments of bright quivering light ; 

And then the bells of Frankfurt's myriad clocks 

Reverberated on the air, as if 

A thousand echoes mocked their simple tones. 

Announcing earth had passed another day. 

And drawn an item nearer to her doom. 

How — as the bright orb rose, and whiter grew 

In ray and more minute in form — my heart. 

Too, seemed to follow in its track on high. 

Till in its light my deep-inspired soul 

Had, dreaming, reached with it the gates of heaven ! 

Oh ! how it seemed to lift my thoughts above 

The dull realities of life, and not 

One sigh escaped for them ; their fleeting joys 

Forgot were in that dream, save one dear thought 

Of her I love, that, clinging gently stiQ 

Within my bosom, held it back to love, 

And kept my willing spirit still on earth 1 
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STANZAS. 

Oh ! have those happy moments fled ? 

For ever have they passed away ? 
Has Fate closed o^er the dream that shed 

Above my life so bright a ray — 

When, kneeling at thy feet, I gazed 
Upon thy beaming &ce above, 

And thou look^dst in the eyes upraised, 
That told alone their silent love? 

Will never more thy gentle form, 
Like to an aspen, quiver 'neath 

My touch, or, close to thine, glow warm 
My cheek within thy bahny breath? 

I still am thine, and thy dear breast 
Has too, I trust, unchanged remained ; 

Yet Love no longer seems our guest — 
His secrecy has been profaned. 

Though better now I can defy 
The clouds of jealousy o'ercast 

Our early love, yet still I sigh 
For those sweet, doubtful moments past ! 



SONG. 

Soft zephyrs waft the car of Evening 

O'er the sky, and tint with red 
The clouds behind which Sol is sinking 

Slowly to his ray-built bed ; 
The distant tinkling of the sheep-bell 

Bears its sound above the lea, 
As I, with canvas slowly filling, 

Guide my little bark to thee. 



THE CRBKPIKG PLANT. 5^ 

The painted bird is sweetly warbling 

Songs of happy home abova, 
While swift his graceful flight he urges 

To the chosen of his love ; 
Beneath the ever-leaping ripples 

At my bows foam like a sea, 
While now their everlasting murmurs 

Bid me hasten unto thee. 

But, hark ! the air entranced is wafting 

Tones that make my heart rejoice, 
And sweet sensations fill my bosom 

As mine ear drinks in that voice. 
My bark speeds onwards, and the glancing 

Waves far rearward seem to flee, 
As now I reach the bower, hiding 

Earth^s most precious treasure — ^thee ! 

All round seems silent — now no longer 

Hear I bird or murmuring wave, 
And yet those songsters float above me, 

And the ripples still do lave ; 
For now within that leafy bower. 

In the dream of bliss to be. 
Mine ear, forgetfol of their sweetness, 

Loves and lists to none save thee. 



THE CREEPING PLANT. 

Close twines the creeper its small leaves 
The stronger flower's stem around. 

And from its strength support receives 
To rear its blossoms from the ground. 

Its kind supporter, by its warm 
And tender leaves of green, it screens. 
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And &il8 the blast to do it harm 
While on that sturdy branch it leans. 

Thus lovely woman e'er should wind 
Her life around the stronger form 

Of man, and seek in him to find 
Protection from misfortune's storm — 

Should fly to his her timid breast, 
While bursts its fury from above, 

And then reward, when all at rest, 
His kindness by her truthful love. 

But she who, taking to her own 

Hands man^s sole rights, and who would weave 
Her path throughout the world alone. 

Fulfils not Heaven's gift in Eve. 



THE STREAM. 

The bubbling spring its stream distils. 
And thrusts its drops of crystal bright 

From out the rock, that e'er refills 
Its winding course below the height, 

The brooklet, gendered from its deep 
And endless well, flows smoothly down ; 

While sunbeams on its clear face sleep. 
And with their light the wavelets crown. 

The bird skims lightly o'er in sport. 
And dips beneath the ripples warm ; 

While on their sunny backs is caught 
A mimic semblance of his form. 

Still onward flows the stream, and spread 
A lordly river forms ; but now 
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Impurer grows its stirred-up bed, 
And taints with foulness its clear flow. 

The bird still keeps above its track 

Its flight as closely, but no more 
Will now the thicken'd waves give back 

His bright reflection as before. 

Thus springs the well of Life its stream 

As yet untainted at the dawn, 
And while unbroken Love's young dream. 

But virtues on its waves are borne. 

But soon the world its baseness brings 

The growing bosom to impair ; 
And though Truth spreads above her wings. 

She flnds no kind impression there. 



STANZAS. 



I DREAMED when I left thee that memory would fail 
To raise in my bosom thy bright form again ; 

And my heart our last parting with half joy did hail. 
As a means of forgetting a love of such pain. 

I thought that thy absence at last would destroy 
The passion that preyed on my mind for so long ; 

And once more I should win to my heart the young joy 
It held, ere entrapped by the god's syren song. 

I saw thee again, and my pulses shot fire. 

Though fain from thy presence my feet would have hied ; 
But all places seemed dull, and of life served to tire, 

For on earth still the sweetest was that by thy side. 

I cannot forget thee when thou art away, 
Each moment without thee hangs weary and lone ; 

And my love, that e'er gnaws on its half- willing prey, 
Must rest in this bosom unslaked and unknown I 
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MUSIC. 



What charm rests in the simple chords 
Of Music, thus to thrill the heart ? 

What speaks within it more than words 
With their dull meaning can impart ? 

What bids unto the lash the tear 
At some soft plaintive air to rise ; 

And yet no anguish will appear 
When once again its soft tone dies ? 

When dark Temptation with its luf e 
Before the wavering thoughts has stood, 

How oft those gentle notes so pure 
Will turn them once again to good ! 

Again, when sorrow fills the breast, 
And bowed the heart with secret grief, 

Some song of early days more blest 
Unto the bosom yields relief. 

Then what sweet power reigns within 
The sound those magic notes express, 

To turn the erring from their sin, 
And fill the breast with happiness ? 

Oh ! would my sense could ever wake 
To drink of Music sweetly given. 

Its power to me would ever make, 
With one sweet form I love, a heaven ! 
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THE VIOLET. 



Beneath the heather on the plain, 

Or sunny hill^s soft side, 
A gentle little flower were iain 

Its scented charms to hide. 

There, shrinking from the son's bright glare, 
While spreading leaves surround, 

Unnoticed, forth its petals bear. 
And shed their fragrance round. 

But when to light its colours brought 

With nurtured flowers £ei11, 
Its loTelineBs, before unsought, 

Is fiurer fax than all. 

Thus love we woman ; not the form 

That courts for every eye, 
And seeks but flatt'ry, while the warm 

And sofber feelings die. 

We seek the heart not that can boast 

Its love-inspiring power, 
But that sweet form resembling most 

The modest, shrinking flower. 



HAIDEE. 



The bright bird on high his sweet music is pouring. 
As sports he in joy *neath the heavens so clear. 

Yet fall his sweet notes on mine ears unavailing 
To lighten my bosom, since thou art not here. 
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The rays of the sun shed bright showers of glory 
And light on the waves till like gems they appear, 

But yet that same sun on my loneliness breaking 
Has lost half its beauty since thou art not here. 

The gay laugh of joy on the soft breezes waft«d, 
In vain strives to chase from my cheek the dull tear ; 

It forces its way to the lashes unbidden, 
And brings back the sad thought that thou art not here. 

Oh I why pass the moments so swift when are circling 
My waist thy kind arms in embraces so dear, 

While now each long hour of my fruitless repining 
An age seems to be when thy form is not here ? 

Yet still will I hope that those bright scenes returning 
Of old, back their happiness once more shall bear ; 

And again my young bosom deliciously burning 
With joy and affection, shall welcome thee here ! 



LOVERS. 



" I LOVE, and I am not belov'd,'' 

A youthful maiden cried ; 
" Yet why pine for one so heartless. 

While others woo as' bride ? 
Some other swain this bosom 

Shall lighten of its care ! " 
And tell me, gentle maidens. 

How much true love was there ? 

" I love, and I am not belov'd," 
A manly form exclaimed ; 

" For some happier one my mistress 
By stronger ties has claimed ; 
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But deep revenge in triumph 
Their forms apart shall tear ! '^ 

And tell me, gentle maidens, 
How much true love was there ? 

'* I love, and I am not belov'd," 

A youth said, with a sigh ; 
^^ But no word of mine shall scatter 

The joy from that bright eye ; 
My heart, though it die beneath it. 

The passion^s throes shall brave ! '^ 
And true love found in sorrow 

Its recompense — a grave ! 



AMBITIOK 



As the eagle soars up in the heavens of blue, 

High, high above all in his swift airy flight. 
Till, mingling almost in the heavenly hue, 

His form is near lost to the sun-dazzled sight ; 
Then down as he swoops quick the death-dealing shot. 

Too true in its aim, has arrested his course. 
And with but one death-shriek is severed the knot 

Of life — of his soaring ambition the source ; 
And brightly as ever the sun's rays surround. 

As helpless and bleeding he falls to the ground. 

As when stilly the air, and sweet rest-bearing night 

Has placed the bright stars in the cloudless expanse, 
And the pale-tinted moon sheds her silvery light 

On the ripples that 'neath it like diamonds dance ; 
The meteor shoots with its phosphorent wake 

But a moment, throughout the cerulean space 
(While its rays by their fire the surrounding stars make 

To seem to grow dimmer) — then swift, while no trace 
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Of its brightness remains, and no more memory holds 
Its beauty, sinks deep in obliyion^s folds. 

As the quarry expelled from the widely-drawn bow, 

The air cleaves apart in its unerring course 
To deal death around, and to scatter the foe 

^Midst glory and carnage, till spent in its force ; 
While £&r beyond all its less well-wingM kind, 

Its point strikes a leader and settles the My, 
Then reft of its power, and leaving the wind. 

Forgotten and useless, 'tis trampled away. 
Thus Fame would I seek, and her bright glories call ; 

Like these would I rise, and like these I would fall ! 



THE ALDER. 



The gentle alder droops beside the stream, 
Its long leaves dipping ^neath the crested wave ; 

While, bent with anguish deep, its branches seem 
To weep beside some weU-belov'd one's grave. 

The ripples dash above it, while each one 
With careless kiss around its boughs does wind ; 

And then pass sparkling on beneath the sun. 
Forgetful of the flame it leaves behind. 

In vain the trusting tree above them spread 
Her love-tale whispers to the wave, his arms 

But give one false embrace, and then have fled. 
To gain a conquest over other charms. 

What wonder, then, with beauty flowing e'er 
Beneath its gaze, as in some fairy dream, 

And yet without one faithful lover there, 
The alder droops in sorrow o^er the stream ! 
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There is a sentiment, and *tis the one 

Alone that can the name of Love aspire 
To ; whose pure fires the baser passions shun, 

And bum with one unselfish, pure desire. 

The girlish breast that bears it does but know 

The own true nature of its ardent fiame, 
While serves its very innocence to throw 

A veil above the thoughts that may bring shame. 

It fain would seek another loving heart 

With whom its dreams are filled ; and drinking deep 
In youth's romantic visions, would impart 

To life the beauteous ideal of its sleep. 

Alas ! how vain the wish ! The truthless tongue 

Has made and broken vows unto the ear 
That, trustful, listened to it, and, now wrung 

With sorrow, quits the hopes it held so dear. 

The veil is torn, and other bosoms now 

As faithless breathe in vain their plighted sighs ; 

For — like the alder o'er the bright wave's flow — 
It droops its life away, and weeping dies I 



THE WORN ROCK. 

As the waves roll from the ocean 
With their dull and solemn roar, 

And cast their briny lashings 
In fury on the shore — 

As, unheeded, every billow 
A fragment bears away, 

And sinks down with its booty 
Beneath the bubbling spray — 
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Until the rock, near hollowed, 
Now totters from its seat, 

Then fialls before the surges 
That o^er its ruins beat : 

So great misfortunes break not 
The sorrow-laden heart, 

Their power but serves to deaden, 
Then fresh nerve to impart. 

But, like the waves, the constant 
And gnawing anguish wields 

The £a.tal dart, nor ceases 
Until the victim yields ; 

Till soon the fabric totters 
Before the zephry breath, 

And sinks without resistance 
Within the gulf of Death. 



THE DAWN OF LOVE. 

The mountain flocks no more obey 
Their keeper's voice, and slowly stray 

Unheeded o'er the plain ; 
And fainter grows their plaintive bleat. 
Re-echoed from each wild retreat, 

To die away again. 

Oh ! where is she whose gentle voice, 
In song that makes those wilds rejoice, 

Should guide their erring course? 
No more she hears their distant cry, 
'Tis smothered by a lover's sigh 

Beside the streamlet's source. 



THE CHOICE. 65 

Upon a mossy rise, where warm 
The stm'B rays feU upon her form, 

The youthful truant lies, 
With drooping lash and blushing cheek, 
With heaving breast, that fain would speak, 

And can but utter sighs. 

A youth is seated by her side, 
Whose sparkling eyes for e'er abide 

Upon her fece above ; 
Those eyes, whose steady glances swell 
With truthful meaning, and but tell 

Alone his silent love. 

Their lips have moved not, yet each heart 
No longer needs words to impart 

The thoughts that hover there. 
Oh ! let no sound break through the dream. 
Where Love, though silent, reigns supreme. 

And charms that barren lair I 

Long years may pass of sun and doud, 
And wealth may make those bosoms proud 

To crush the dream they wove ; 
But nought within their breaste shall stay 
With bliss so holy as that day 

Which brought their dawn of love 1 



THE CHOICE. 

I DREAMED, and myriad lights were hung around 
The halls my £Gmcy conjured up, and high 

Of merry jests and equal mirth the sound 
Rose up, and echoed in the vaulted sky. 
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Twas in a spacious square, whose roof of light 
Was but the canopy of heaven, whence shone 

The circled moon, until her rays of white 
Were mingled with the glare she looked upon. 

Bright forms were there, and nuu^y arms entwined 
Round tiny waists, and oft the gentle sigh 

Of passion on the balmy air would wind 
And meet the blush of love in soft reply. 

Sweet music, too, its thrilling sound would bear, 
And touch the heart with every tender chord ; 

While, as it swelled within some martial air. 
All rose and bowed before me as their lord. 

In vain the glance might turn, Hwas ever thrown 

On female loveliness on every side ; 
But, fairer far than all, the gorgeous throne 

Bore, proud beneath its lot, my queenly bride. 

The red wine sparkled at the goblet^s lips. 
Oft raised in stout libations up on high ; 

While ruddier mouths indulged their tiny sips. 
And all breaih'd mirth and happy reveliry. 

And yet my heart was sad. My dream had given 
A fatal power that bade me see beyond 

The outward beauty of those forms, and riven 
Then* breasts before me with its magic wand. 

I saw the hearts of all around, and there 
No love held one to one ; the fitful stream 

Of coquetry or passion flowed, that, ere 
The mom, would vanish with its truthless dream. 

I gazed upon the form designed to share 
My regal honours, and her thoughts had fled 



THB CHOICE. 67 

To court the glance of any who should dare 
To seek the light her amorous glances shed. 

I turned in pain, and bade my spirit quit 
The lot of greatness spread before my gaze ; 

And swift the scene seemed from my mind to flit, 
And leave my seises in a dreamless maze. 

For those it was a heaven, and the sand 

Of Time, fraught but with pleasure, smoothly flowed ; 
But for the seeking heart that would command 

The spirit of true love, ^twas no abode ! 

I dreamed : the evening twilight still impelled 

A shower of rosy glory on the bank. 
Above a Httle stream, whose waves yet held 

The last rays of the day-god, ere he sank. 

My feet were bare and worn from wandering long 
Behind my mountain flock ere day was spent ; 

And yet my heart was light, and to my song 
The echoes answered with words of content — 

Ay, more than mere contentment, for my arm 
Press'd one dear bosom to my thrilling own, 

Whose presence gave to those wild rocks a charm 
That other scenes for me had never shown. 

Again I had the power to read the breast 
That throbb'd by mine. But, oh ! how different 

From those it was where passions unrepress^d 
Had reigned without one thought of pure intent. 

I saw the fluttering of a guileless heart, 

The truthful feelings of a mind above, 
AVhich innocence was slowly yielding part 

Unto the flame of pure, unselfish love. 

F 2 
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My arm that tiny waist more tightly spanned, 
And pressed my lips upon that cheek so £sdr ; 

Twas Poverty and Love linked hand in hand ; 
Yet, fraught with blies, my spirit lingered there. 



THE WHITE VEK.. 

The pennants streamed in the flowing wind, 
And the hebnets gleamed between ; 

Yet Sir Jocelyn lingered still behind 
In the arms of his Adeline. 

^^ Oh ! give me some dear gift,^* he cried, 

" To wear my heart beside, 
When far in the Holy Land have hied 

My steps from my promised bride : 

" Thy veil so white, whose flowing fold 

Hangs o^er thy neck so fair, 
And the warrior shall indeed be bold 

Who steals its web from here ! *' 

^^ Oh ! be it so,'* the maiden sobbed, 
" And may its whiteness prove. 

Until of its spotless colour robbed, 
A type of mine own true love. 

*''' Let rent nor stain its texture harm. 

And be it e'er with thee 
As a mark, to soothe thy heart, how warm 

Remains my constancy ! " 

The knight has gone, and the burning tear 
Still hangs on that sweeping lash, 
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While the tiny hand strives its crystal clear 
In vain aside to dash. 

But the months fly on, and the cavaliers 

Are winsome in the halls 
Of her jGstther^s home, and the maiden's tears 

Have ceased their passioned falls. 

Again the words of love are breathed 

Within her willing ear, 
And the blushes o'er her cheeks are wreathed 

Of passion's tender gear. 

The marriage chaplets now entwine 

And crown her burning brows. 
And her former love's forgotten shrine 

Is stain'd with perjur'd vows. 



JT 



The moon shines brightly o'er a plain 

That spreads for miles away, 
Where the carrion biids, 'midst cries of pain. 

Are busy with their prey. 

There rich and poor in the garb of war, 

With no distinction, save 
The outward dress, lie on a par 

Within one common grave. 

In the centre there, within his hand 

A standard clutch'd in death. 
And his flowing gore o'er the reeking land 

From his doublet streaming 'neath — 

With his pallid features on the sward, 
Now ghastly rigid grown, 
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Yet victory before his sword, 
Sir Jocelyn is thrown ; 

And from 'neath his cloak, in the pale moonlight, 

A fragile kerchief gleams, 
And flutters o'er his lips of white, 

As on the wind it streams ; 

While yet its fold to his pubeless brow 
In the death-grasp tig^t is stnin^d, 

But its former spotless sur&oe now 
By his own warm blood is stain'd ! 



STANZAS. 



SuNNT hair and azure eyes, 
Tinted from the vaulted skies, 
Sylph-like figure, where the power 
Of Love e'er would seek a bower ; 

Flitting by me like a dream. 
Whose bright-ideal'd charms but seem ; 
Dazzling eyes, that never bore 
A vision half so bright before ! 

Art thou conscious, in thy joy 
(For such must that heart employ 
Ever), that thou paas'd my sight. 
And my heart stole in thy flight ? 

Keep it for the home aJone, 
That it covets is thine own ; 
But me grant on bended knee — 
Maiden, with it gentle be ! 
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WHY IS IT? 

Forlorn and starved she wandered, 

Her infant at her breast, 
Her brain with torture cracking. 

Her form ne'er knowing rest ; 
The glistening tear oft springing 

From that deep-sunken eye — 
The sole relief life offered 

Unto her agony. 

And yet she softly whispered 

(And trembled as she spoke) 
His name, that in her bosom 

Such tender echoes woke ; 
And overcome with sorrow. 

And deep pain's long-borne throes, 
That wild scene only listened 

Unto her young life's woes. 

** Alas ! " she cried, " I loved him. 

And sought a heart's return. 
Ne'er recking of the anguish 

That since ne'er ceased to bum. 
I gave my young affections. 

And thought his own to win ; 
He took me as an angel, 

And left — a child of Sin ! 

" I would not curse the being 

Who robbed my life of bliss. 
For love as strong is reigning 

As at our first sweet kiss. 
If hate my breast were rending 

With all its furies wild. 
It melts before his features. 

That still rest in my child ! 
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^^ But soon, I feel, this comfort 

Must from my sight be reft, 
Death gains upon it daily ; 

And when not this is left, 
Oh 1 what high power can save me? 

What hope for her who fell? 
Ah 1 none. My fiEite is written. 

And linked below with hell I '' 



The rusty locks creaked loudly 
That dosed the lonesome cell, 

The air around seemed laden 
With some unearthly spell ; 

And fiendish laughter, chorused 

' By oaths of frenzied rage, 

Was borne throughout the grating 
That barred the madman^s cage. 

Upon a mattress huddled. 

His eyeballs glaring fire, 
A half-nude form was writhing 

*Neath pangs that never tire ; 
The galling fetter often 

Tight grasped between his teeth, 
While ghastly smiles were forming 

His white lips o^er their wreath. 

^^ Back, back I " he cried, *•'' ye demons, 

She still, I say, is mine ! 
No lips shall say that bosom 

Its life- warmth can resign 1 
Not even death shall triumph 

Our holy passion o^er. 
Back, back, you leech, or murder 

Shall hence lie at my door I 
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" What, say, avail your powers, 

If life you here deny ? 
Put forth your arte and save her, 

She shall not— cannot die ! ^' 
And then a burst of laughter, 

So wild and false its tone, 
As if it but derided 

The reason that had flown. 

^^ He has been so," the keeper 

Replied, to my surprise, 
" For long, and now more often 

These paroxysms rise ; 
They say he loved a maiden 

While yet his life was glad. 
Whom death stole from his bosom, 

And left the mourner mad I '' 



The sun was brightly glancing 

Upon the flaky waves, 
That dashed their sprayey showers 

Where Khine^s clear water laves. 
The air was fraught with music 

From feathered songsters borne, 
And perfume-laden zephyrs 

Swept in the early mom. 

A bent form was before me 

In scanty garments clad 
Of sackcloth, and whose middle 

A hempen girdle had ; 
While with his bony fingers 

He plucked roots fr^m the earth, 
And thrust them in his bosom 

As treasures of great worth. 
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His head, of the ascetic 

The shaven crown now wore ; 
His wasted form and feature 

The trace of £eumne bore ; 
And yet that form BO wiry 

Of former strength did tell, 
And with those features, noble 

Still, once had been matched well. 

For once his form was lofty 

And Med with youthful fire, 
And beat beneath his bosom 

A heart of pure desire ; 
His head was crowned with honours, 

And bliss thrill'd through his breast. 
While flew the moments onward, 

Each than the last more blest. 

Loud rang the merry laughter. 

And music on the air ; 
And manly fbims attended 

The witty and the fair. 
The youthful knight, their host now. 

To none the feast denied 
That welcomed her, the lovely — 

In one more hour his bride. 

And all— save two — ^were happy 

In that joy-bearing hour ; 
In but two hearts the storm-clouds 

Of evil dark did lour— 
The chieftain of the soldiers. 

Who owned the young knight's sword, 
And she who, ere a fleeting 

Day passed, should call h\m lord. 

" How now I Who dare disturb us ? 
Who breaks the happy chain 
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Of bliss we wove for all whom 

This day our halls contain ? 
What say yon, sir ? Why bring not 

Unto our feast my bride? 
Her presence least of Miy 

Should to us be denied. 

" Fled ! fled 1 What mean you, sirrah ! 

The leader of my band — 
My trusty Harold ! Treason I 

Beware, or at my hand 
You meet the fete your slander 

Does merit. Do you still 
Repeat your words, whatever 

Reward shall be our wiU ? 

" Ah ! do my eyes deceive me ? 

'Tis Harold who does ride 
So swift before, and clinging 

Unto his form~-my bride I 
To horse, and hasten on them ; 

Bring back yon traitor fled ! 
And he who lags ere capture. 

Shall answer with his head ! " 

Twas vain ; the gallant charger 

Sped £rom them like the wind, 
And hopeless, the young noble, 

Alone his home did And. 
The bliss his bosom cheri^ed 

Waa reft for e'er away ; 
And sank he, stunned with anguish, 

A senseless form of clay. 

Three months — and once more nature 

His youthful form revived ; 
Yet could not give the joy back 

That once had been deprived. 
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He loved the eartib no longer. 
And, from its pleasures riven 

By BQch reHgions hardships, 
He sought relief in heaven. 



And this is aU the bliss which 

The youthful god can give — 
But one short hour, then Borrow 

Within our breasts does hve ; 
For ever after drowning 

The blisB e*en of the thought 
Of that swift-pasBing pleasure 

Now found so dearly bought ! 

Then why is it, with ever 

This truth before our eyes. 
Besotted for the moment. 

Its beacon we despise ? 
Why, of the scenes foi^fetful 

That e'er its mirage prove, 
We still as slaves will humble 

Before the tyrant Love? 



MY LOVE. 



She is not beautiful to those 

Who mark the outward form alone. 
Nor bears the bright charms of the rose 

That dazzle now, and then are gone. 
The adept lover scarce would deign 

A second sensual glance to sweep 
Above her features, where retain 

The charms of modesty their sleep. 



SDEN. 77 

But those who love the eye, wherein 

The truthful soul, unhidden, lies, 
And needs but one sweet glance to win. 

And tell of loTe that never dies ; 
Who love the features, where a smile 

Of joy is ever wont to play. 
The lengthy moments to beguile, 

And chase the pangs of grief away; 
Who love the mind, whose powers seem 

Their flight towards heaven^s gates to wing ; 
The blushing breast, whose only dream 

Is woman^s sweetest gift — ^to cling ; 
Who love the tasty hands that tire. 

With simple grace, those charms which need 
No art the bosom to inspire — 

To such she lovely is indeed ! 
And thus she is to me, since known 

The worth her gentle feelings prove ; 
And happiest I, in that I own 

Their choicest gem — ^her truthful love I 



EDEN. 

The bright sun glittered on the spacious lake 
That wound betwixt the rocks, like to a snake, 
With glistening folds ; the blithe bird, on the air, 
Unmated, sang alone above the rare 
And myriad-hued exotics ; and, around, 
The velvet panther trod the verdant ground 
In friendship with the varied forms that roved 
Within that beauteous scene ; and stately moved 
The noble lion, with his shaggy mane, 
Above the young gazeUe, who now had lain, 
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Unfearing, by him ; and the white-plumed crest 
Of the soft dove sought peacefully to rest 
Upon the dusky feathers that arrayed 
The bright-eyed hawk, who to her wish obeyed. 
And all was bright around where Nature showed 
Her utmost powers, till the fair earth glowed 
With grandeur almost heavenly 'neath the eye, 
Almighty watching from the spacious sky. 

Alone, and charmed, he wandered. He for whom 

All this was formed but from a shapeless tc»nb, 

His heart elated through his wondering gaze. 

And bursting ever with a song of praise. 

Yet, hark I he sighed. Had not the lofty Power 

His bosom satisfied ? In that bright hour. 

When lord of everything around, his tread 

Was free to wander ever o'er that bed 

Of earthly splendour ; was there wanting still 

A something, and a void, the which to fiU 

All present bliss was vain ? And though his heart 

Could not the knowledge to his thoughts impart 

Of his desire, yet nought its want supplied. 

And 'neath its mystic influence he sighed. 

The sun had sunk, his fading tints but showed 

Where once his bright globe through the blue track rode ; 

And fast the red-tipp'd clouds resigned away 

Their splendour for the nightly garb of grey ; 

And twilight, with its zephyr breeze, that bore 

The last scent of the blushing rose before 

Its leaves were clasped in sleep, spread o'er the scene 

Its mellow hues, and danced the boughs between 

(All silent since the tuneful bird had gone), 

Until the queen of night usurped the throne. 

He slept — ^the Man — and still upon his face 

That sad expression left its gloomy trace ; 

The smile of gratitude still strove to share 

The lip with melancholy, and told there 
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Bliss reigned not king supreme. And high above 
He gazed upon the work His mind had wove, 
And saw that saddened face, while from His throne 
Of glory watched, His eye for e'er untired, 
Within the Creature's breast, and He alone 
Knew, in His wisdom, what the Man desired. ^ 

Behold the heaving of the Creature's breast ; 

The strange fire from the opening eye that gleamed, 

And made it wild yet handsomer, and zest 

Gave to his noble face 1 He woke, and seemed 

The strange sad feeling from him to depart. 

As gazed he wildly round, like one who dreamed, 

Then clasped the blushing Eve unto his heart ! 

'Twas mom again, and sweeter seemed the song 
Of birds unto the Creature's ear ; the stream 
More timef ully its winding coursed along, 
While glittering 'neath a brighter, sunnier beam ; 
And bird with bird was mated, while each form 
Was lovelier within the Being's gaze- 
While sweeter, louder rose upon the warm 
Soft air to God the thankful song of praise. 
And all was happier, as those two forms, fraught 
With youthful beauty, reigned in Eden's grove. 
And sang the hour of gladness that had brought 
To Earth her brightest gift — ^the birth of Love ! 



THE RESURRECTIONIST. 

The night was dark, for the moon was hid 

By a veil of misty cloud, 
And the storm-fiend shrieked, and the waving trees 

Beneath his fury bowed. 
While the lightning oft with a livid glare 

Of fire the scene endowed. 
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He smiled, for the maddened elements 

But suited well the trade 
His base hauds plied, and the hell around 

A glee to his bosom made ; 
For who on a night so foul as this 

His deadly work had stayed? 

They struck ! the chimes of the midnight hour — 

His work must be begun, 
And his steps he bent to the land of tombs, 

Where his gain was to be won ; 
And his face was flushed, for his purpose dark 

Was the first his hands had done. 

'Twas there, where the new-tum'd earth yet bore 
The mark of the digger^s spade, 

And the rising mound appeared, aa bright 
The lightning round it played — 

The booty that he sought to win 
In Death*s cold grasp was laid. 

He struck his spade in the loose-piled earth. 

When, lo 1 like a bed of flame, 
That danced like a spectre on the wind, 

The broken mould became, 
While the tool that he still clenched in his hand 

Gave forth a light the same. 

His courage failed, but the lust for gold 
Its seat in his heart preserved; 

And, as he nearer dug to his prize. 
Again his arm was nerved. 

Till the iron's point from the plated lid 
With a music to him swerved. 

Once more the lightning shed of fire 
0*er a lovely &ce its wreath. 
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With its golden hair o'er the features chaste. 

Now paled and stiff in death, 
While that dark form o'er them stooped till glowed 

On the cheek his hurried breath. 

His heart was faint, and the coffin lid 

Again he would have pressed 
Above the corpse, and left in peace 

That form to its lasting rest ; 
But the mammon king once more his throne 

Regained in the snatcher's breast. 

His foul hands clasped the helpless form, 

And a fearful tremor thrilled 
Throughout his veins, and his freezing heart 

With a sickening sense was filled, 
Till, like to the stagnant pulse beneath, 

Its beating near was stilled. 

But again the vision rises up 

That teems with the yellow god ; 
And the cold, white form upon his back 

Is raised from the muddy sod. 
And borne o'er the sacred ground, where once 

So lately its footsteps trod. 

One bright, blue flash spreads o'er the sky, 

And the thunder's echoing roar 
Is scarcely heard, as a fearful crash 

Is borne the wind before, 
While, with screaming birds and a shower of leaves, 

Tlie ground is scattered o'er. 

He staggered, and his frightened sense 

For a moment left his brain, 
But with deeper horrors to return 

To its trembling home again, 

G 
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While his face was twisted at each breath 
By pangs of frenzied pain. 

Before his eyes the fleshless arms 

Of spectres seemed to wave 
And beckon on — ^with a measured time — 

To a huge and gaping graye, 
While the pallid arms around his neck 

A tighter pressure gave. 

Oh ! oh 1 for a glance from the silvery moon, 
Or the lightning's fleet- wing'd ray, 

To give to those arms a shape distinct, 
And destroy his fancy's play; 

But the nightly orb is hid from the view, 
And the storm fires far away. 

Those hueless arms are tighter drawn, 
And the shapes become more dire, 

Till they gibbering demons* forms assiune 
And greater fear inspire ; 

While his eyes protrude, and a lava seethes 
Throughout his brain its fire. 

He feels that dead cheek on his own. 

And the hair falls o'er his brow 
As the gusts lift up its golden shower, 

And then scattering downwards throw ; 
And blood — ^warm blood — o'er his tight-clasped neck 

In constant streams does flow 1 

* 

But one more blast from the storm-fiend's horn 

Falls on his dying ear, 
And, ere 'tis past, his gurgling scream 

Its part in the din does bear ; 
And Death gloats o'er another prize — 

Two soulless forms are there I 
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The morn had broke, and its first bright ray 

Fell sad on the prostrate form 
Of a noble oak, hurled down in its strength 

By the fury of the storm ; 
And two human corpses lay by its side. 

The pulses of one yet warm. 

A tortured shape, whose neck was bound 

By a scarf of gory red 
To the trunk above, while the starting eye 

Proclaimed how life had fled ; 
And the branches of the fallen tree 

Waved slowly o'er his head. 

The placid form of a lovely girl, 

Now clutched in the man's embrace, 
Which bore of a godly, happy death 

The sweet contented trace ; 
While the wild rose bent, and its dew-tear dropt 

In sorrow o'er her fece. 

And none could move the dark mystery 

That hung o'er the saddening scene. 
Or tell the power that wound those arms 

(Which once in bliss had been 
Roimd a well-loved husband's neck, on earth) 

That gory scarf between. 

But the whispering winds alone could cast 

From the truth its veiling cloud ; 
And oft they gave — ^when the storm-king bade 

Their voices shriek aloud 
To the lonesome night — ^the deed that made 

Two corpses and but one shroud ! 



g2 
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LINES. 

The smile of Love has withered to a Bneer ; 

The heart once disappointed knows but scorn 

For Life's romances, bought by it so dear, 

Since dark reality the veil hath torn. 

No more the breast shall weave youth's holy dream, 

The sense shall triumph where the soul has been ; 

No more Love's fire shall urge its thrilling stream, 

Or but the passions of the libertine 1 

Go, tell of glory to the coward heart, 

Sing homely bliss within the rover's ear. 

Or bid the free bird from his wilds deA 

The joys that caged companions hold, to share. 

Far rather to thy words with honey fraught 

Would all these list, than he whom once the power 

Of love— true love — ^to most unknown — has taught 

Its bitter lesson, though thy lips should shower 

With blessings of its dream, and lay again 

In brightest hues its bliss before the eyes 

That once have been deceived, and seen its pain. 

And now but know its feelings to despise ! 

In vain the god would strive to win ; o'er aU 

His early passion casts a warning gloom ; 

And if the mind would e'er those thoughts recall, 

'Tis but to mourn o'er them, as o'er a tomb ! 



CONSUMPTION. 



An angel trod the earth in human form, 
A light above aU others, in whose breast 
Slept nothing earthly, save the feeling warm 
Of truthful love, by culture unrepressed. 
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Nor art perverted ; on whose gentle mien 

No eye could rest with coldness, but inspired 

With reverential love by hers unseen, 

Another fascinated glance desired. 

And those bright orbs, unconscious seemingly 

Of aU their beauty, courted not the praise 

Their due ; but ever watching, smiling by 

The sire that gave them birth, shed forth their rays 

To lighten his dark path, and hailed the smiles 

Upon his features with a happier joy 

Than ere held wanton breasts, when by the wiles 

A victim is entrapp'd, that they employ. 

But ah I her beauty marks her early doom ; 

The hectic blush through that transparent skin 

Tells of the fell disease that bids the tomb 

So soon above its purity to win ! 

Each day her form grows brighter, each new morn 

A fresh charm to her person adds— in vain ; 

For 'neath the mask of loveliness is borne 

The asp that soon its victory must gain. 

And yet she knows it not, tiiough evening's hour 

Her form to heaven's bliss seems drawing near, 

And happy though her heart, some mystic power 

Upon her silken lash bids start the tear. 

And ere one eve had spent, while gazing on 

Its glory, like yon streak of rosy flame, 

Her spirit from its tenement had gone, 

And left our earth as holy as it came. 



Ah I thus 'tis alway Fate so cruel steals 
The noblest bosoms wherein life has birth ; 
Their virtues to the adoring world reveals, 
Then gives to Heaven that too pure for Earth ! 
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THE BORN-BLIND. 



They tell me that a beauteous earth 
Is given to other mortals' gaze, . 

Where lovely forms have constant birth, 
And Nature all her charms displays. 

They tell me that a globe of fire 
Sheds o'er this land a golden light ; 

While Luna, when day's hours expire. 
With softer rays illumes the night. 

They bid me scent the blooming flower, 
And tell me how its fragrant leaves 

Are lovely, though in one short hour 
Its fragile blossom death receives. 

All this I know not; but my breast 
The earth believing — oh 1 how fair — 

Would, rather than itself divest 
Of all its dreams, my blindness bear. 

In vain by words they would enhance 
The beauties of their unknown sphere; 

No brighter forms can meet their glance. 
No lovelier scenes than flourish here. 

A world as bright, too, is for me 
That in sweet Fancy's kingdom lies. 

Where bliss is ever wont to be. 
And nothing withers, nothing dies ! 

A queen above all others placed. 

Her form of loveliness ideal. 
In effigy of her so chaste. 

Whose voice and touch alone are real. 
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I hear those gentle accents, bom 

Of earth, and feel that soft embrace 
That still my sense can know, and scorn 

Aught more of help to form the face ! 

The power my fancy owns has made 
The features e'en with life's glow warm, 

And mortal eyes have never stayed 
With bliss upon a lovelier form. 

No power fell or dark disease 

Can steal the chaxms my dreams have made ; 
Till death the spirit shall release, 

Her loveliness can never fade 1 

Then fancy not I pine to give 

One glance upon the charms earth bears ; 
ScenesHbrighter far I view than live 

And die within this vale of tears I 



THE INDIAN MAID. 

Swiftly flows the Susquehana 
O'er the sand-bound pebbly bed, 
Glancing 'neath the last rays evening 
E'er night clouded o'er has shed. 

On its ever-dandng waters 
Deep in thought those eyes are bent, 
And on those small ears its gentle 
Murm'ring song in vain ib spent. 

Oh ! what sad and dark reflections 
Heave that olive bosom so ? 
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While the glist'ning teardrop's traces 
On that cheek of down oft show. 

Love, with all the myriad tortures 
That his feelings e'er impart, 
Even in his blissful moments, 
Holds the Indian maiden's heart ! 

" Could he love me ? " soft she murmured ; 
" Could the white chief's proud heart feel 
Love for her who strives so vainly 
To her own deep throes conceal? 

" Yet they tell me I am lovely, 
And his glance mine often move 
Off my face, he blushing deeply, 
As its meaning were of love. 

"Ah I what worth were all earth's beauty 

To my bosom, but alone 

To that noble form win to me, 

And that kind heart call mine own ! " 

And the maiden, musing deeply. 
Wanders slowly on her way. 
Till the night in darksome shadows 
Shuts the last remains of day 1 

But her voice no longer utters 

From her pain-fraught breast the sigh, 

And a deep determination 

Glows within that dark-fringed eye. 

Darkly flows the Susquehana, 
But her thoughts are darker still, 
And more troubled than its waters 
Is the breast their visions fill. 
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Slowly waving creak the branches, 
At the rising wind's approach, 
And each sound unto her hearing 
Seems to mutter a reproach. 

Could she bear these torments ever 
Of unsatiated fire ; 
Or that form e'er watch unheeded 
Who had raised her pure desire ? 

Should her bosom ever quiver 
'Neath its torture unrepressed, 
While the bubbling Susquehana 
Could so swiftly give it rest ? 

No ! the pain she bore while living. 
Could not on the grave encroach ! — 
Yet again those waving branches 
Mutter forth their deep reproach. 

Tears hang on those silken lashes — 
Tears unknown for what, that spring, 
And their spray the dancing ripples 
O'er the sinking maiden fling ! 



Does she sleep the drowning slumber? 
Does she weave the dying dream? 
And that manly arm around her. 
Pressed with gentle love but seem ? 

Is the form that bends above her 
Wringing tenderly the cold 
Drops from out her jetty tresses, 
But one that Sleep's visions hold ? 

Ah ! the senses fast returning, 
Now too well that scene reveal 
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For a dream, and no change greater 
Bliss could render than the real I 

Once again that glance of meaning 
From the white chief ^s eye is shed 
On her own, but now its flashings 
Tell what words had never said. 

Now she knows his love, and, beating 
High, her young heart bounds with bliss, 
While their love's overflowing passion 
Sealed is with their first sweet kiss. 

Brightly flows the Susquehana 
^eath the silver moonlit skies, 
But far brighter own those bosoms 
Dream of love that never dies ! 



ENNUI. 

When weary, the mind turns from all things around, 
Yet sickens at idling with nothing to do ; 

What bliss with the Muse then can ever be found ! 
There's nothing like penning a stanza or two. 

Oh I come, bright Thalia, then take me beneath 
Thy jovial power, that so seldom I choose ; 

For thy long-visaged sister inspires my breath 
Nearly always, and gives me a fit of the ^^ blues." 

Neglected by thee hitherto, it was rare 
That I strayed from Melpomene's visions so dire ; 
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But hence thy bright power I hope I may share, 
And save myself now from so dismal a lyre. 

What's the use of so strengthening one's tear-starting pow'rs, 
Or reminding of sorrows by fiction increased ? 

If the real be so sad, we will have the short hours 
In Fancy's bright palaces happy at least ! 

Then, Comedy, list to my suit with a smile. 

And my visioned home grace with thy humour and wit ; 

And the laugh shall ring loudly beneath its roof while 
We give Miss Melpomene notice to quit. 

For why should a man on whom sorrows alight— 

K he ever intends that the publisher's shelf 
Should bear his effusions — such dark scenes indite 

To make all creation as sad as himself? 

Oh ! what were this earth without Laughter's glad sound, 
Or if the smooth course of bright pleasure were run? 

While solemnly aU eyes were bent on the ground. 
Or but tragically glared at the sight of a pun ? 

If man died for woman, and woman should see 
In the grave with impatience her only release 

From the torments of love unretumed, there would be 
In the census of earth what a dreadful decrease I 

A fig for the tale whose sad metre shall raise 
In our bosoms the sympathy tear-bearing tides ; 

To no verse let us give but the merry our praise, 
And, in place of our hearts, press the hand to our sides. 

But, hearken, O Muse of the smile-bearing face, 
Thou'st carried me now past the quick time allowed 

To the length of a laugh ; and my brain must give place 
To thoughts that with more of the frown are endowed. 
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Yet different far shall e'en their dark import 
Be, and only as solemn as decency's due, 

And the sigh and the tear shall be cut very short 
'Neath the patronage granted by thee ; so adieu ! 



DEATH'S VICTORY. 

The thunder boomed throughout the troubled air, 

And shook the cloudy masses that concealed 

The clear blue sky, beneath which oft the glare 

Of lightning gleamed around, and bright revealed 

The skull-built throne, whence tyrant Death surveyed 

His new-formed reahns. Upon his circled brow 

A firown was settled, though a smile oft played 

Of cruel pleasure o'er his lips, as now 

His firat great vict'ry would be won on earth 

O'er human life. Hie gloried sun — that saw 

The first strange look of man when given birth^ 

As gazed he on his world with wond'ring awe. 

And sank before his Maker's gifts in praise — 

Now shed for man (before another state 

Received his soul) its last and glorious rays, 

Though yet his bosom dreamed not of his £iite. 

A few short hours would only peas before 

Had fled its core his heart's vitality, 

That with its dark truth for the first time bore 

To earth the lesson of mortality I 

The dart had left the death-king's hand, and mourned 
The world its first great loss ; while Death's cold eye 
Glowed brightly, as the new-turned earth adorned 
His barren plains, in which so soon would lie 
His victim ; and his satellites caroused 
Around his throne in trimnph, as they stayed 
But till the lifeless mortal should be housed 
Within his tomb to claim the prize they'd made. 
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Hist ! hist ! the rending wail ! The rattling clay 

Has &llen o^er the corse, to mix again 

With that but taken from it for a day, 

To form a being while it should retain 

The spark of life, then sink once more beneath 

To what it was ; and all man^s pride, and power. 

And sensuous vanity, within one breath 

To render up (and in the very hour. 

Perchance, when ruling strongest), and to change 

From a tail, haughty form, to whom all must 

On earth bow down, to what Fate did arrange — 

The sport of every breeze — ^a heap of dust I 

^Tis o^er ! the pale form of the pulseless dead 

Is in the mower's grasp ; but yet his face 

Denotes no more the pleasures that had fed 

His dark imagination, ere took place 

The fatal stroke ; for he had dreamed a prize 

Of deeper value he should win than this 

Cold heap of clay, to swell his band whose eyes 

Gloat with impatience o'er their prey, as hiss 

They forth their murm'rings dire. For where has flown 

The soul from out his bosom that they thought 

To win upon that death-stroke as their own ? 

Where is the motive spirit that they sought 

To quell unto their power, and their king 

Had pictured to them ? And, lo 1 from above 

The welkin with a silvery voice does ring. 

As spring the skies asunder, and remove 

Their veil of blue from heaven ; while, as the gates 

Of Paradise receive his soul, the shape 

Qf angels bright the mortal's step awaits 

In those celestial realms, whence ofb escape 

Unto the death-king's ears praise from the soul 

He dreamed was his, and knows he as quick driven 

The clouds before that vision once more roll, 

Death does but own the clay, the spirit — ^heaven ! 
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A PRUDE. 

Oh ! what a mistake did great Nature commit 
(Her pardon I crave if my comment be rude), 

When she gave to dear woman an excess of wit, 
And placed in her head the ideas of a pnide I 

IIow painfol a picture a fiedr one to see 

With the heart of a man, and his nature endowed ; 
A cheek where sweet Modesty^s blush can ne^er be, 

And a yoioe in all ai^^uments certain and loud ! 

With a bosom whence gentleness long since has flown, 
Disdaining her life with a loved one to share. 

And afiecting to scorn Cupid's bride-wooing tone, 
And to sneer at the garland she never can wear. 

Oh ! seldom it is that these scomers of bliss 
In the married condition, have not too long borne 

An age over twenty, and title of ^^ Miss,^^ 
And but hate Hymen's ties as their chances are gone. 

So, when manly Miss Spinster (though using all arts 
That her beauties possess each young spark to engage) 

Affects disbelief in the magic of hearts, 
And despises the altar, we'll teU you her age I 

Away with your learning and deep, clever brains I 
To man they are welcome ; but in the young fair 

A rod nose most always to such appertains, 
And a heart that no gentler of visions can share. 

Oh 1 give me the dreamy-eyed, soft form instead. 
Where but Modesty, Truth, and real Feeling do dwell, 

And the bosom with Lovers tenderest sentiments fed, 
*naX no tutored appearances ever can quell. 
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For believe it, that she who affects not to mourn 
That alone throughout life's path her steps she must wend, 

And, clever, her innocent sister would scorn, 
Is far more a fool of the two in the end I 



INCONSTANCY. 

A LOVELY flower bent her head 
Above a flowing streamlet's bed, 
And saw upon its breast unwaved 
Her own bright image true engraved. 

The leaping ripples spoke of love, 
When zephyrs swept their course above. 
Until the tree, with passioned bliss, 
Grave up her heart within their kiss. 

And ever, when the sun was bright. 
That sweet reflection met the sight ; 
And each soft rose, with blushing fiace, 
Sank down within the waves' embrace. 

That tender stem a rude wind tore. 
And left its flowers to bloom no more ; 
While still true to its first love's dream, 
It fell, and died upon the stream. 

The early sun descends upon 
The waves beneath, swift flowing on ; 
Their spray upcasting as before, 
And dashing 'gainst the pebbly shore. 

But ah, alas ! for lovers^ vows. 
That bright reflection no more glows 
Upon its breast, for with the dead 
Remembrance, too, for e'er has fled I 
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THE EAGLE AND THE DOVE. 

A FIERY eagle wooed a snowy doye, 
And, as he stooped, subdued before her form, 

His noble prowess won her gentle love, 
And yielded ehe beneath his kisses warm. 

Her tribe with terror quailed as long they gazed 
Upon the pair, while hied they far away 

Above the rocky mount, where sun bright blazed ; 
Their darling, and that dreaded bird of prey. 

Bliss reigned not alway in thar own soft nests ; 

Then, oh ! how rare the happiness that could 
Live in the home of two such ill-matched breasts ; 

She e'er so gentle — ^and he fed with blood I 

But lo ! the plain no fiercer robber knew 
Than that bold, kingly eagle, and all quailed 

Beneath his eye as down he swiftly flew 
To strike the victim that he had assailed. 

And, when eve came, his dusky form reclined 
Within the spacious nest, but now no more 

He cared for the red gore he left behind ; 
And gentle was his heart, so fierce before. 

He gazed upon that snowy form with love. 
And almost tender did his touch appear, 

As the white pinion that so vainly strove 
To shade the crested head it held so dear. 

And thus it is in life, that Cupid's dart 
Unites the gentle with the fiercer breast ; 

The bold — ^to courage give the weaker heart; 
The mild— the stronger's passions to arrest. 
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Love round each mind his power shall so have wove 
And wrapt their souls in one with bliss, that while 

The first shall dare all dangers for her love, 
The last shall melt before a tender smile ! 



STANZAS. 

Oh ! tell me not that Love's young dream 

In after years shall be despised ; 
That feelings now, which noblest seem 

As time flies on, must be disguised. 
Must every tender thought, that now 

lUumes with joy the youthful &ce, 
Forgotten be, while life shall grow 

One dark and bliss-unlighted space ? 

What brighter gifts can earth afford 

Than those that swell first passion's train ; 
Or thrill with bliss the young heart's chord, 

That loves but once and ne'er again ? 
Can vaunted wisdom of the old 

Bring back one thrill of soft deHght, 
Or give unto their pulses cold 

A taste of pleasure half as bright ? 

Ah ! no. Far rather would I dwell, 

K but for one hour, in the bhss 
That makes the firM bosom swell 

As taste the lips their first sweet kiss, 
Than years in that cold apathy 

Which scorns the dreams their youth once wove, 
And ling'ring by some soft breast die 

Still in the first bright dream of Love ! 

H 
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BEAUTY. 

I WANDERED fjEUT, when the 8un was low 

In the vault of red-girt blue, 
And the trees were lit with hia ruddy glow, 

Where the untrod forests grew. 

Twas a lovely scene, for the plain for long 

Was spread with flowers rare, 
Whose fragrance, mixed with the thrilling song 

Of birds, was borne on the air. 

And I thought, as I gazed, one form alone 
Was lacked in that heavenly place — 

A lovely girl, who its flower-built throne 
With her gentle shape might grace. 

And my fancy strove, from the scene around, 

The loveliest parts to take. 
And for that bright realm with its glories crowned 

A fitting queen to make. 

The crimson juice of the fruits that cleave 

To the belladonna's bough 
Shall form her Up, and the sun shall leave 

On hei* cheek his ruddy glow. 

The laughing streamlet's sound shall rest 

On her Hps ; and as its waves, 
In gentle risings, heave her breast 

Where passions are but slaves. 

Yon glittering, writhing snake shall give 

His fascinating eyes ; 
For her brow the white fin-mpHift rive 

And yield its snowy guise. 
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And her breath — oh ! the scented wind that thrills 

My sense, firom her mouth shall flow ; 
And her step be as light as its breeze o'er the hills, 

Ne'er flEdtering to grow. 

But as I spake, to my heart there seemed 

A voice to penetrate. 
That stayed the vision that I dreamed 

Should share my kingly state. 

" Beware, beware of Beauty's snare, 

Beware of the lovely fece ; 
For Virtue loves in a form less fair 

Her noble throne to place ! 

^^ Beware of the belladonna's hue. 

For, pressed to the lips, its breath 
Love's tenderest feelings will subdue, 

And give in their stead — cold Death I 

*■' Will the stream's clear waves for ever keep 

Their quiet flowing course ; 
Or their snowy crests so tranquil sleep 

When the wind exerts its force ? 

" And now what beauty reigns within 

The serpent's fiery orbs, 
Ab he strikes at the fawn their glances win. 

And the victim's life absorbs ? 

" The Sim o'er the snowy flower has bowed 

But once, and its beauty's flown ; 
And the wind's soft breath may be angry and loud, 

And chill the warm heart with its tone. 

^^ Oh ! then beware of Beauty's snare, 
For 'tis hand-in-hand with Fain ; 

H 2 



100 ECHOES FROM DREAMLAND. 

And he who seeks for true bliss there 
Must seek, indeed, in vain. 

^^ But sweeter far is a face but bright 
With smiles o'er which no clouds roll, 

And a tender eye that receives its light 
From a really woman's soul ! " 



A SERENADE. 



The moon on high is faintly shining, 

For the night has nearly fled ; 
And fjBifit the shadows are declining 

'Neath the rays bright mom will shed. 
Yet thy sweet form comes not to gladden 

Eyes that only live for thee. 
(And now I think, oh ! what a mad 'on 

Here to linger I must be ! ) 

Sleep long has left my couch for ever, 

But it lingers still o'er thine ; 
And yet thou saidst that nought should sever 

That sweet breast from love and mine. 
Oh I come unto my arms of passion. 

List unto my tale of pain — 
(But drat this serenading fashion, 

Here it's coming on to rain ! ) 

One kiss thou promised, and I languish 

Vainly here to taste its sweets ; 
Oh ! keep this heart no more in anguish 

That for thee so truly beats I 
The last ray in the sky is quivering 

That the fading stars will shed ; 
And I'm not going to stand here shivering ; 

Come, or I go back to bed I 
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STANZAS. 

« 
They fain would teach me to forget 

Thy form, and, were the power mine, 

This breast might tempted be to let 

Its dreams thy well-loved shape resign. 

For pain has been my lot since gazed 
These eyes with love upon thine own, 

And disappointed hope has raised 
Full many a sigh for thee alone. 

And yet I sought the pangs with bliss. 
That cling for e'er round Love's coy wiles. 

And sweet had been e'en Death's cold kiss, 
If it had gained me thy soft smiles. 

Then could the heart that once has been 
So well entangled in Love's net, 

Give up its dreams of bliss unseen, 
And, e'en reft from its shrine— forget ? 

Ah ! no, too well how vain it were 
To try my own has sadly proved ; 

And those who from their breasts can tear 
The flame, have never truly loved ! 

They say, though from the body riven, 
The spirit ne'er can cease to be ; 

Then, till it gains another heaven. 
Mine shall — ay, must — still cling to thee ! 
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STANZAS. 

Dobs not the cjrpress bloom to-day ? 

Does not the weeping willow spread 
Its leaves, fraught with the dew of night, 

A mourning tribute to the dead? 

Oh ! day of sorrow, day of gladness, 
That made thy home the lone, cold sod ! 

Of sorrow — ^that it took thee from us ; 
Of gladness — ^that it showed thee God ! 

Thou*rt gone ! yet fit)m the glorious heavens 

We ever feel thy parent love ; 
And, in the pure garb of an angel, 

Thou yet dost watch us from above. 

Weep, weep, my heart ! yet in thy anguish 
Let one bright gleam of joy be given 

For that past day, whose dawning rendered 
To us — a tomb ; to her — a heaven ! 



DAVID AND ABSOLOM. 

What frights the lord of Israel, the favoured one of God ? 
What makes those brawny limbs to quail, that have so often trod 
The battlers gore-bespattered plain undaunted, while the foe 
Thought not it cowardice to flee before his mighty blow ? 
Oh ! dire indeed must be the cause that lurks ^neath that red pall, 
And deep the anguish, which within that bosom up does call 
Yon flowing golden locks, that peep from *neath the hanging 

shroud. 
And stream with gore from out the heart no more with life 

endowed ! 
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In vain the hanghty spirit, which the lifeless corse has flown, 
Had sorely tried its parentis heart, and pardon gained alone 
For all its wrongs ; the sire still loved that dark life as his own, 
But all the &ther^B gentleness fell on a heart of stone I 
Once more the child rebelled, and, with his breast with passion rife. 
Had plotted in his own bad thoughts against his fi^ther^s life ; 
And once again that open hand would pardon grant, and strive 
The love his infancy had known within him to revive. 
But lo ! the spirit no more raged ; all pulseless was the brow ! 
Ko more could pardon reach from him,^twas Heav^n^s bounty now. 
And that wild heart, untamable before Affection^s breath, 
Was conquered now for ever by the colder one of Death! 
And all was silent, as that breast, which Judah bowed before. 
With sobs of death-fraught agony its deep emotions tore ; 
And then, as if he fain would let his senses realise 
The scene more truly, and assure him that his streaming eyes 
Were wrapt not in some direful dream, he neared the breathless 

clay. 
And slowly, with a trembling finger, drew the shroud away. 
It wafi enough ! the pent-up grief no longer could be bound 
Within his deeply-heaving breast ; and now, remembering none 
Were near, he cried aloud — his arm the still cold form around — 
"Oh God! 'tishe! 'tisAbsolom! Oh! Absolom, my son ! " 



LINES 

ON A DEFUNCT AND MUCH-LAMENTED DUCKLING. 

Poor bird ! and thou wert £&ted thus to die 
Ere lifers first pleasures on thy span had dawned. 
Thy mother hailed with joy thy infant cry, 
But thus to see thee perish, while Death scorned 
Her piteous wails ! But oh ! think not my lyre 
Unwilling to perform its saddening part. 
Or leave thy corpse, that does my muse inspire, 
To bleach unburied here ; but, though my heart. 
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If freed but from the feelings of the clay 
That prisons it, whole volumes yet would speak ; 
It now succumbs unto the sense, for pray, 
Sweet bird, remember youVe been dead a week 1 



A CONTRAST. 



Oh 1 oh I by the side of a fairy brook 
A merry girl and her swain they took 

A walk in the evening shade ; 
And trembled both, for their hearts knew well 
For what to that sweet, secluded dell 

Their willing footsteps strayed. 

And the maiden blushed as her eyes would chance 
To meet the youth's in their covert glance. 

And sink again on the ground ; 
And they strove to utter a word in vain. 
For their breasts but one theme did contain, 

Of which they feared the sound. 

At last the youth said " Dear Mary ! " — ^then stopped 
And scratched his head, so closely cropped, 

To find the words he sought ; 
But in vain he racked his thrilling brain. 
And, though it opened again and again, 

His mouth could utter nought. 

Oh ! what a position, indeed, to one's love. 
With not e'en a syllable whereby to prove 

One's passion's flame how true ! 
But the maid, with a bhthe and gentle smile. 
To the stammering swain, and her cheeks the while 

In a blush, more closely drew. 
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And she gazed in his eyes, and there saw true love's fire, 
While no more of assurance her breast could desire 

To tell the depth of her hlifls ; 
And her red pouting lips were raised to his own, 
And for ever those hearts were each other^s alone, 

In the vow sealed hj that kiss I 



In a spacious room, where the walls were hung 
With folds of satin, round which clung 

The scent of fragrant flowers ; 
On whose gilt couches bright forms oft 
Were wont to Ue in slumbers soft, 

And kill Timers lagging hours ; — 

Where works of art were scattered round. 
And bliss its home seemed to have found, 

Two forms had sought retreat ; 
The one — ^the season's latest beUe — 
For whom with fire all bosoms swell 

And sigh beneath her feet : 

The other — ^the rich fool, who's knelt 
E'er since her charms by all were felt, 

And dreamed her glance of fire. 
That swells his aged and withered heart, 
Intended to a hope impart 

That love his words inspire. 

For while she smiles on him, to bind 
Him stronger to her train, her mind 

Can but his love despise ; 
But stem position in that breast 
Each truthful feeling, once so blest, 

Bids her for e'er disguise. 
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Tis then the last time that he kneels, 
He swears, for e^en his poor heart feels 

She has but trifled now ; 
And to his vows she hence must yield, 
And their false love is also sealed 

By one kiss on her brow I 



The sun has sunk behind the hills, 
And with his gold the heavens Alls, 

To mark the place he fell ; 
And all is silent in the air. 
Except the birds that hover there, 

Their evening hymn to tell. 

He comes — ^his long day^s work is done, 
His toil is o^er, his wages won ; 

And, with his merry song, 
He seeks the open cottage door. 
Its neat, white walls and cleanly floor, 

Where dwells there nothing wrong. 

The honest dew is on his brow. 

His cheek is flushed with labour's glow. 

While she, with gentle care— 
His wife — ^wipes off the glistening drops. 
And, smiling, every moment stops 

To press her kisses there. 

The child clings to his fBtther's knee. 
And prattles forth his infant glee 

Beneath his sire's caress. 
And, save an after heaven, their fond 
Hearts ne'er desire for aught beyond 

Their present happiness ! 
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The gold is tamifihed, and a gloom 
Is spread above that spacious room, 

And all the flowers are dead. 
No more the glorious sun surrounds 
The merry groups, for with its sounds 

All joy for e^er has fled. 

Is this the bright form, at whose shrine 
So many once sought to incline 

In Lovers entrancing chain ? 
Those sunken features, now no more 
Of that bright beauty that they bore, 

A vestige faint retain. 

He^s gone ! And how could he, whose heart 
In each indulgence held a part, 

Before youth's dreams had flown — 
When all the flre his nature held 
By gross satiety was quelled. 

Be true to her alone ? 

Would he, who could each pang not yet 
Her coquetry had caused forget, 

A tender husband prove ? 
Or, seeing her young mind how vain, 
Till driven to rage, for her retain 

The spark of married love ? 

Ah, no I Twas but the same desire 
That raised for others up the fire 

Within his selfish breast. 
That caused his lips to breathe the words, 
Unuttered from the heart's true chords, 

And win that bride unblest I 

Grone I No, the hectic blush is shed 
Above her cheek ; she hears his tread — 
Uneven steps below — 
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His bleared eyes glare upon her own, 
And but one salutation's shown — 
A kiss ? Alas ! a blow ! 



HOME. 

The rosy tint of mom is spread 
Above the mounts of lasting snow, 

But night's dark shades have not yet fled 
The valleys sleeping still below. 

'Tis but a moment, and it breaks — 
The glorious sun upon the sight 

niiuning aU those snowy flakes 
That sparkle in its lurid light. 

The awe-struck gaze is trembling fixed 
Upon the wondrous view around — 

The jagged rocks of ice, betwixt 

Which bursts the torrent's angry sound. 

The frightful pass, the leaden roar, 
As breaks the av'lanche from its hold ; 

All these the gazer knows, and more, 
And shudders as his eyes behold ! 

The bright sky of eternal blue. 
That spreads its vault o'er Italy, 

Sheds down day's last expiring hue 
Above that land of poetry. 

Its gilded palaces ; its domes, 

And pillars of chaste-fretted stone ; 

That but appear the happy homes 
Of young romance and love alone. 
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Its purple bay, its flame-franght height, 

And air of dreamy lassitude, 
All seems, unto the wanderer's sight. 

With Nature's sweetest charms imbued ! 

But, ah ! these scenes for me have not 

One-half the lovehness that falls 
Unto my own dear country's lot, 

And fills her old baronial halls ! 

The simple rivulet, the dell 

Of grassy sward, more charm imparts 
To me ; and there's a sweeter spell 

'Mongst English views and English hearts ! 

I sigh not for the lashing foam 

Of angry waves ; the rippling stream 
Tells more of peaceful, happy home. 

And youthful bve's unruffled dream. 

And wilder charms can never wean 
My heart to climes, where Nature's hand 

Has failed to give the rustic scene 
Of peace that girts my native land ! 



DESPAIR. 



There is a demon form 

That by its pow'r-fraught spell. 
Can turn all life to gall, 

And make a heaven a hell. 

A kind of terror, bom 
From unknown fears, that spring 
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From out the breast, and make 
That nameless, fearful thing. 

Oh I for the grateful flood 
That flows from other eyes. 

To ease the aching heart 
Of pain that never dies ! 

But no ; the only drop 
Seems blood but to impart. 

And fidl — not firom the lash — 
But scalding on the heart ! 

The maniac, who raves 
Within his grated cell, 

Is racked with maddened dreams 
Of terror, few can tell. 

Yet, oh I his fearful lot 
Is but a dream of bliss, 

Compared to aU the pangs 
That hover over this ! 

The ceaseless gnawing on. 
Without one burst of grief. 

Or even change of pain. 
To give the heart relief ! 

How sweet, indeed, were Death ! 

But no, the ruthless mower. 
Grim smiling, passes on, 

To cut some happier flower. 

Oh I all earth^s agonies 
Their cups of anguish bear, 

But bittYest far that holds 
The throes of grim Despair ! 
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A SUPPLICATION. 

When at the blessM Saviour^s feet 

The leper knelt, to gain 
From fell disease his freedom sweet, 

And health once more obtain ; 

With pitying heart and glistening eye, 
The Lord his fsdth approved, 

And bade from him the leprosy 
For ever be removed. 

Thus, as that sad, afflicted fonn, 
My heart by sin is bowed, 

And in its core dark passion^s storm 
For ever rages loud. 

The hurtling chains of Satan gall 
Me ^neath their dire control, 

And hell near triumphs in the fall 
Of one more human soul. 

And so to heaven. Lord, would I 
Lift up my pleading prayer. 

And seek the self -same kind reply 
That met the leper^s there—- 

That that dear blood for me so spilt. 
My heart from sin may wean 

To Thee alone, for, " if thou wilt, 
Lord, thou canst make me dean ! " 
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SONG. 

" For ever thine, for ever thine ; " 
With what dear bliss those words combine, 
Of true hearts that can ne^er resign 
The love once sworn for ever thine ! 

Time on may roll with lagging hour, 
Made long by separation's powar, 
But true affections ne'er decline 
Within that breast for ever thine. 

O'er other forms the eye may rove. 
Their beauty fSeiils to shake that love 
Enshrined in thoughts that only pine 
To breathe again — ^for ever thine. 

The fate that keeps two forms apart 
But adds in love unto the heart 
That truthful gave the plighting sign, 
And swore itself for ever thine. 

It hence shall gaze in night's still hour, 
Where pours the moon hear silver shower, 
And strive in f^ncy to define 
Again the parting ever thine. 

How sweet, when cast aside control 
The deep emotions of the soul, 
And murmur hearts at Love's bright shrine, 
With lasting vows— for ever thine ! 
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SEA-SIDE THOUGHTS. 

I QAZED in the depths of the green-tinted sea, 

In its cahn and its placid breast, 
Where the billow had no troubling power, 

And all lay still and at rest. 

The crested waves roll madly along, 

But their rage is vain beneath ; 
For they move but ihe surfiEM^, and ruffle not 

The deeps with their eddying wreath. 

And I pictured the coral reef and the shell. 

With the seaweed^s floating tree 
In the grottoes, as a home where bliss 

Could never cease to be; 

With the bvely mermaid^s graceful form 
To float through the glittering caves. 

Or to peep at the earth we had given up, 
And sport in the angry waves. 

There we^d revel in riches that man had lost 

And cast them as useless away, 
Or bedeck with the jewels of hapless ones, whom 

The wild sea had seized for its prey. 

But lo ! as I gazed on the rising tide, 
I was rudely seized from my dream, 

For the waves had encroached on the sandy shore, 
And my legs were immersed in the stream! 

I thought no more of the coral paves, 

Or the mermaid^s flowing hair ; 
But I thanked my stars Td awakened in time. 

Or I'd probably soon have been there. 
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It may be romantic, perhaps, to reside 
In the deep, with its cayems of sand; 

But, considering the dampness, &c., I think 
I had rather have lodgings on land ! 



THE WAVES. 



The waves glowed with the silver Ught 

Of phosphorescent fire. 
And Against the shore in starlets white 

Dashed with their fruitless ire. 

I heard their gently-muim^ring sound, 

But no more indistinct. 
For voices seemed to break around 

With tender sorrow linked. 

I heard the weeping tones a maid 
Poured softly through the deep. 

Where all unknown was doomed her shade 
For eV its home to keep. 

She wept for him who still above 

Her early loss deep mourned. 
And clinging still unto her love 

All brighter forms had scorned. 

I heard the wealthy one deplore 

The gold on earth he left. 
And curse the faX/e that from his store 

His form for e^er had refb. 

The ruffian told his crimes of blood 
Within the surfs loud foam. 



i 
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And in the peaceful rippling flood 
The youthfiil sighed for home. 

I heard the mother, with a tear, 

Sob for her oflspring's tone ; 
While lisped an infant in its fear 

For her — ^its guardian — ^gone. 

I rose to gaze upon the forms 

That once bright life had held, 
And now were tossed by every storm, 

Alone their death that knelled. 

But, swifter than a spark, the spell 

Burst from my mind's control, 
And on my sense once more but fell 

The ocean's suUen roU ! 



THE FORSAKEN. 

I COMFORT not, I know the words 

Of pity seem but scorn 
To thy poor heart, whose tender chords 

Have been so rudely torn. 

How canst thou — ^when that trusted one 

Swore vows of love in vain, 
But to be broke when passion gone — 

Believe in truth again ? 

Ah ! no ; the guileless heart that he 

To ruin sought to win 
Can trust no more, since hence to thee 

That first pure dream was sin. 

i2 
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No curse is on that pallid lip, 
The sob would choke in vain ; 

The fell tormentor's fatal grip 
Can wring no sound of pain. 

And yet I know no word could tell 

Thy depth of agony, 
That silent waits the fate whose knell 

In mercy bids thee die ! 

I dare not speak to thee ; the sound 
Of kindness on thine ear 

Would £eJ1 in mockery, as round 
All to thy soul's so drear. 

But angels shall the tear repran. 
And watch thee from their songs — 

A type of man's cold heartlessness, 
And woman's silent wrongs I 



VENGEANCE. 

Hush I what dire shriek rends through the air. 

To freeze the thrilling vein — 
A cry so fraught with grim despair 

And agonizing pain ? 

And whitening lips and bursting hearts 

Repeat the woful tale — 
How England's daughters 'neath the arts 

Of Indian torture wail ! 
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How British blood haa left its stain 

On traitors' cniel hands ; 
And sex or age no mercy gain 

From those bloodthiisty bands ! 

And lifted high is each strong hand, 

And rend the air a flood 
Of choking voices, that demand 

Revenge in blood for blood 1 

And what shall stay the mighty arm 

In such a holy cause ? 
Or where be won so true a pahn, 

Bid in its vigour pause ? 

No I tremble, women-slayers, hence 

Armed men shall join the fray ; 
Not those poor ones, whose sole defence 

Within their weakness lay ! 

Tis hand to hand ; no victim now 

Unarmed, or trembling maid ; 
But hearts where Mercy's gentle flow 

Has been for ever stayed. 

Hark I " Blood for blood !" it is the cry 

Twixt teeth clenched tight in rage ; 
While oaths from all rise up on high 

A gory war to wage 1 

'Til each one be avenged shall seethe 

With traitors' blood your land — 
Til England's daughters cry from death 

To stay the gore-dyed hand ! 
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THE SUKSET. 

The sun dnks alowly down unto his rest, 
And sheds his glory o'er the heaven's breast ; 
While far-off fleecy masses catch his rays, 
And proudly in their borrowed splendour blaze. 

But brief is that sweet hour of rosy hue, 
And darkness veils its glory from the view 
On which the eye is fix'd in mute delight, 
Till comes its fe^ destroyer, darksome night. 

Oh ! what a chilling sense those shades convey 
In place of that bright scene now swept away I 
How lonely feels the spot that erewhile bore 
Such rapture in the glories now no more ! 

But stay ! what bursts from yonder fleecy cloud, 
And casts aside the night's encroaching shroud ? 
Pale Luna, with the stars she leads as queen, 
To once more give a brilliance to the scene ! 

Again the eyes are nds'd with equal awe 
To that with which day's parting tints they saw ; 
And once again the breast to Nature warms, 
And bows in adoration 'neath her charms. 

And thus before the human heart the light 
Of rosy love is first displayed, and bright 
The fiisdnating flame usurps its chords, 
And fills with passion all its Mt'ring words. 

But lo I the darksome truth must come at length. 
And dash its dreams aside with giant strength; 
While turns the heart in pain to the lone hearth. 
And sighs that no more joy exists on earth. 
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And then, like to the moon^s soft Ught, there steals 
A balm upon the mind, and bright reveals 
Ambition, reaching out his brawny arms. 
And bidding to approach and taste his charms ! 

Again the heart is fired, the breast upheaves, 
And sneers upon the passion that it leaves ; 
Hope once again has healed its wounded core, 
And earth is all as glorious as before ! 



MASSACRED, 
AT CAWNPORB, JUNE, 1857. 

Fab, far away, where to the idol 
Bows the Hindoo in his prayer ; 
Where Indus and the mighty Ganges 
Their dark courses onward bear. 

Buoyed up with hope and youthful ardour, 
Did thy bosom yearn to gain 
The soldier's laurel with its glory, 
Recking not thy dreams how vain ! 

That bright young thought engrossing, alway 
Weaned thy heart from home alone, 
And bade tiiy steps from all its blessings 
Turn unto a fate unknown. 

Oh ! who shall tell thy blissful visions, 
Fraught with Youth's unslaked desire 
For war and bravery, that triumphed 
Even over Love's strong fire ? 
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And not a whisper from the future 
Gave the scene one sombre hue 
Of that dark pictm«, that thy body 
Murdered sets before the view 1 

Ay, murdered ! Treachery's cold dagger 
In thy breast its print has made ; 
No noble woimd in War's fierce slaughter, 
But a villain's cruel blade ! 

Alas ! thus fled thy dream, not yielding 
One leaf of the vision'd wreath ; 
And by one stroke thy life and glory 
For e'ermore are hushed in death ! 



HESPERUS. 

At eve, when all the flowers are closed 

Against the pearly dew. 
And in the red west is reposed 

The sun's last feiding hue — 

When silence fills the balmy air, 

Yet laden with the scent 
Of myriad blossoms sleeping there. 

Beneath the dew-drops bent — 

When wings, behind his insect prey. 

The bat his careless flight. 
And all, as twilight fades away, 

Proclaims the coming night — 
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I love to dream again the scene 

Of happy dayB of yore, 
And call the joys back that have been 

But can be never more. 

And one bright vision of my life 

My fancy loves to raise, 
That with earth^s greatest bliss was rife 

Amongst those early days. 

The season brief, that Fate^s stem hand 

Allotted to my love, 
And o^er its hours in that bright land 

A web so blissful wove. 

And, even as I dream, the flame 

Of love again returns ; 
And in the fire of old my frame 

With passion once more bums. 

And stay, what warm fkUs on my cheek? 

Those UpB I held so dear ? 
Ah, no ! My breast is yet so weak I 

Dash off the coward tear I 

Nay ; be it thus. And hence my heart 

Yearns toward this silent power, 
That bids the past its bliss impart 

Unto the present hour. 

And each bright dream my breasVs control 

Can still by it re- weave ; 
But all the more unto my soul 

Endears the silent eve. 
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TO CUPID. 

Dkeam of Love, with beckoning finger 
Wouldst thou win my bosom o^er, 
On its barren path to linger, 
And thy sweetness taste once more ? 

Like the child who, reckless, chases 
The bright painted butterfly ; 
And its form her hand encases 
But to find its beauty die. 

For the gaudy tints that glitter 
^Neath her rude grasp now have fled ; 
And but disappointment bitter 
Takes the visioned prize^s stead. 

But, blind Eros, dost remember 
Not that Time's swift sands ne'er stay, 
And bright infancy's last ember 
From my heart has died away ? 

Now no more the airy minions 
Tempt my feet to join the race ; 
For the wrecks of former pinions 
Crushed, how vain proclaim the chase ! 

And thee, Love, no more I follow, 
For my breast thrice steeled is now ; 
And my mind has found how hollow 
Are the charms that round thee glow. 

Hopes ungained, and feelings blighted, 
Young affections bom to fail 
Of years, ere by bliss unlighted. 
Yet remain to point their tale ! 
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HAVELOCK. 

Where Britain's sons, 'neath Indian skies, 
Have fought and fallen side by side, 
Through all their glorious yictories 
Dark looms the day that Havelock died. 

With all the bravery of Cliye, 
And nobler far than he who won 
The land whose soil shall hence derive 
A fJEune that shames the light of sun ! — 

A fame of murder, rapine, gore. 
And darkest treachery, by those 
Whose swords the blood of women bore, 
And fled before their manlier foes 1 

Ah! ne^er forgot shall be by those, 

So nearly overpowered 'neath 

Their enemies and hunger's throes. 

The arm that snatch'd their forms from death. 

What joy he brought, as at his hand 
The cowards fled before their blow. 
And neared he with his little band 
The shattered walls of brave Lucknow I 

And ndw, alas I the &tal doom 
His arm so oft had turned away 
From others ; for the lonely tomb 
Marked Havdock as its noble prey. 

Mourn, England, mourn I and let thy cry 
Be mingled with the song of love 
Of happy angels from on high. 
Who greet his noble soul above. 
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STANZAS. 



Oh 1 did I say I'd love no more ? — 

How rash the fooMsh yow ; 
How little knew my heart before 

The love that holds it now ! 

How little knew my novice breast 

That earth, with all its bliss, 
A dream of passion yet possessed 

One half so bright as this 1 

Fair girl ! mine eyes were wrapt in grief 

And deepest pain, from where 
My heart dreamed there was no relief, 

And sank back in despair. 

What marvel when, from that dark view, 

I raised them but to rove 
To those sweet orbs of heavenly hue, 

They met thine but to love 1 

I bow to Cupid's law, and hence 

Thy dear heart must attain 
In that sweet dream which thrills each s^ise, 

Or hapless love in vain I 



THE CAPTIVE OF ACRE. 

A TALE OP THE 12th CENTURY. 

INTRODUCTION. 

One afternoon, I, lazily inclined. 
Turned from my law-books, to allow my mind 
To wander for an hour or so to where 
Imagination holds her dreamy sphere, 
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And in the charms of poetry to rove, 

And, *stead of law, write chivalry and love 

(A contrast, truly I), 'til be past away 

The few more hours that formed my city day. 

But ah, alas I how vain the wiU of man 

Is ever I for my wayward ideas ran 

But on the subjects most antagonistic 

To those I wished ; and now the clock, by his tick, 

Beminded that my time would soon be gone, 

And leave me, as before, with nothing done. 

But still, though strove I hard aught to indite, 

That question but arose — " What shall I write V " 

At last, oh, bright idea I "I'll seek relief,'* 

I cried, in rapture, " of the mighty chief 

Of dreams, bright Morpheus, to whose realms Til fly, 

And weave the tale my waking thoughts deny." 

All hushed is now, while slowly &de away 

Before my eyes the last remains of day ; 

And sinks my head (unheard the noisy city) 

In slimiber on the vdlum breast of " Ghitty." 

How proudly stepped my charger o*er the plain. 

As joined we in the wake of that brave train 

Of glitt'ring warriors, who formed one wing 

Of England's army, led on by her king 

Of lion-heart before the princely force 

To fight the holy battles of the Cross. 

The armour glistened in the parching rays. 

And gaily waved the plumes upon the wind. 

While joy beamed brightly forth from each bold gaze, 

And left the echoing laugh to ring behind. 

And now a noble scene burst on our sight 

As turned we from a ravine ; on the plain 

A sea of burnished helmets caught the light 

And cast it dazzling on the air again. 

An endless line of warriors, whose eyes 

Were turned in reverence upon the form 
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Of liim who led ub, while, throughout the skies, 
A cheer rose like the whirlwind of a storm ; 
He bowed in recognition, which made start 
The wild hurrah again, while in a glow 
Each cheek was flushed, and every manly heart 
Leapt up in eagerness to reach the foe. 

Afar, where stretched the plain in dim outline, 

A darksome moving body caught the view, 

Which drawing near, the eye could soon define 

A force o^er which the paynim^s banner flew. 

They nearer came, tiU fast their arrows fell 

And rattled on our armour, while around 

The trumpets raised on high their martial swell, 

And bade each arm be ready by their sound. 

Again they sound, the horses at the call 

Burst wildly o^er the torn and rutted ground, 

While cries of pain upon my senses fidl. 

And blood in streams is flowing all around. 

My battle-axe is clotted with the brains 

And gore of pagan foes, while feel I not 

The opening gash that oV my doublet stains. 

And leaves me weaker at each ruddy spot. 

A tall form is before me, whom I know 

To be a chieftain ; and I press my way. 

Through dead and dying, to him whose death-blow, 

By leaving no command, would gain the &ay. 

His white locks wildly stream upon the air. 

And blood-smeared are his garments, while his arm. 

Though aged, yet strong, the cleft skull oft lays bare, 

And strikes amongst his foes a wild alarm. 

We meet ; again is lifted high his blade 

To strike me to the earth, when, lo ! a dart. 

Swift cleaving through the air, his hand has stayed, 

And sinks he from his steed, pierced through the heart. 

I spring down from my horse, and gently lift 
His body up, while yet the breath remains, 
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And starve in vain to stanch the blood that swift 

Spurts o^er his garments its deep raddy stains. 

He whispered grateftil thanks, and in my hand 

Placed feebly a small locket set in gold 

And preciouB stones, and seemed fisun to demand 

A hearing ere the death-king gained his hold. 

I closer drew, but, lo I one tremor slight 

Passed through his frame, and then, with a fresh force, 

The blood burst from his wound again to hght. 

And sank he in my arms a breathless corse. 

I bent above the corpse, but life had fled. 

And duty called me on to join again 

The fray, where myriad noble hearts now bled. 

And slowly drove the foe from off the plain. 

I rose, but on my form a heavy grasp 

Was laid, and, ere my hand could reach my sword, 

Strong cords were round my arms in tightened clasp, 

And, bound and hurt, I lay upon the sward. 

My captors then brought other prisoners bound 
Like to myself, and, placiag all upon 
Their horses, left the gory, reeking ground. 
And followed where the flying foe had gone. 
We travelled long beneath the burning skies. 
The woimded groaning in their thirst-fraught pain. 
While fiercely cursed our captors at their cries. 
Or quarrelled o^er the ransom they should gain. 
At last old Saint Jean D'Acre raised before 
Our eyes its gorgeous palace, as the wind 
Of eve refreshment to our parch'd skins bore. 
And drove back Death, who lingered close behind. 

I stood within a lofty hall, whose dome 
A myriad lustres filled with dazzling light, 
That once had formed the splendid regal home 
Of him whose death I watched within the fight. 
A maiden^s form was seated on the dais — 
Whence gazed she on all round with queenly air — 
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♦ 

The ransom on each priBoner's £ite to place, 
And hear the news her runnerB oft would bear. 
She was the daughter of the lifeless chief, 
And anxious tears yet filled her dreamy eye, 
Although, as yet, ake knew not of the grief 
That soon should add unto her agony. 

Ay, *twas a lovely £EU)e and form, though ^tired 

In heathen garments ; and my heart beat ^neath 

The admiration that her charms insphred, 

And bade my cheek the heated blushes wreathe. 

Her glossy hair fell o'er a neck as white 

And graceful as a snowy swan's, save when 

The rich blood, 'neath its sur&ce, swept its flight, 

Then left it doubly beautiful again. 

Her dreamy eyes glowed with a silent fire. 

O'er which no art-sprung power had gained control; 

All quiet till aroused, then through their ire 

In bright expression burst the guileless soul. 

How lovely ! And how vain for me to strive 

To tear my gaze from off a form so fair I 

Though delicacy bids my eyes deprive 

Themselves, a ^scloation holds them there. 

I was the last who entered, and the girl 

Raised up her tearful orbs unto my face. 

While dashed she back the truant glossy curl, 

As if to break some dream her thoughts would trace. 

They brought me to the dais, and a rude hand 

Tore from my neck the locket that I gained 

From the old chief, and, hidden from the band 

Which captured us, till now I still retaLued. 

He held on high the trophy, while swift gazed 

The girl upon it ; and the rising vein. 

Like cords upon her forehead, seemed upraised, 

Then left the beaded brow all pale again. 
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At last, with effort strained, she sought to speak, 
And but could wave her hand to those around, 
While burst from out her breast one rending shriek, 
And sank she senseless on the marble ground. 

They bore me frt)m the room, while handmaids rushed 

Unto their mistress^ side ; and ere my mind 

Had time to think, my form was rudely pushed 

Within a door that shut all life behind. 

The grating of the bolts fell on my ear. 

And then grim silence reigned around supreme. 

With darkness heightened by the recent glare 

My eyes had gazed upon, and still that scream 

BAUg through my mind and chilled my blood, untU 

My brain grew dizzy, and I shrank in fear 

Before the darkness and the ghastly still. 

My hands stretched out but clutched a chilly blank 

Or slimy wall ; and felt I as if cast 

Amongst the dead, whose forms would often rise 

Before my quaking fancy, till at last 

A nameless horror stood within my eyes. 

And clothed each object that I saw, while near 

The throne of reason was now trampled o^er, 

Until my torment, yet my rescue, Fear 

Swept down my senses and I thought no more. 



One feeble ray of yellow rent the space 
That formed my loathsome prison, and proclaimed 
That mom had spread her brightness o^er the fiEU^e 
Of the fair earth without ; yet lone and maimed. 
With all the night^s dark terrors on my brain, 
I lay in burning fever, and the dire 
Clutch of wild frenzy had near seized again 
My wandering mind, and Med me with its fire ; 
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When, lo ! as alow I raised my lids, my gaze — 

Betwixt the rusted bars that formed alone 

My prison window, as the feeble rays 

Of light above her noble figure shone — 

Fell on the lovely vision, whose bright face. 

That beamed in gentleness on all around. 

Had even, through my maddened dreams, its place 

Within my bosom since the first glimpse found. 

Was it some creature of my frenzied mind ? 

A vestige of delirium, though the storm 

Itself had passed away, so real defined ? 

No ! no dream could produce so sweet a form ! 

Twas she ; her lovely features filled with grief 
As gazed she on me, while the blushing dye 
Poured o'er her cheek as wildly sought relief 
Her pent-up feehngs in one long, sweet sigh. 
One more bright glance, and then, as if she thought 
She was observed, with weeping eyes she bore 
That lovely presence from me dearly bought 
By loneliness e'en deeper than before. 

The days dragged slowly on with weary hour. 

And still each mom my ever-longing eye 

Caught one sweet glance of that fair form, whose power 

Had made my bosom bum with love, and sigh 

The more for freedom, that I might ne'er cease 

To gaze upon the charms which seemed but there 

The gaUing of my fetters to increase, 

And make my solitude more hard to bear. 

Again the struggling light bursts through my cell. 

And bids my eyes unclose, but now without 

The tramping loud of feet breaks through the spell 

Of usual silence that had reigned throughout 

Those sombre walls ; and oft the rabble's shout 

Of pleasure bursts upon my ear ; and now, 

As yet I wondering stand, the grating bar. 
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That guards my prison door, is loosed, and slow 
And creaking opes the door, and shows (how far, 
Far dearer, since deprived so long !) the bright 
Expanse of sky unto my dazzled sight. 
Two armed men entered, and quick bade me rise 
And follow them ; and then, with deep surprise 
Within my mind, they led me from that tomb 
Of darksome horrors and fear-starting gloom. 
We crossed a spacious square, and stood at last 
Within a lengthy corridor ; which pass'd, 
We bent our steps unto a gilded door 
That opened at the touch, and passing o^er 
The marble-inlaid ground, I stood before 
That form so beautiful, whose counterpart 
Was ever graven on my loving heart. 

And now my bliss began : day after day 
I gazed upon that form so lovely, though 
Some secret sorrow seemed to hold its sway 
Above her bosom still ; and yet to know 
Its import though I strove, I still remained 
In wond'ring ignorance at her sad sigh 
And frequent tear, and for my questions gained 
A paler cheek, and shudder in reply. 
And oft I neared, with trembling lip and heart. 
Her lovely form, and in her own soft tongue 
Poured words whose passion deep would oft impart 
The blush of modesty to where, among 
Her hair, her face and bosom lay concealed ; 
And then she raised her head, and kind revealed 
Those tender eyes to mine, whose gentle fire 
But urged me on, and seemed bnt to inspire 
My bosom with fresh language fraught with love 
And gentler sympathy; when, swift as light, 
Her form grew cold — no longer dared to rove 
My gaze to hers, for darkness deep as night 

j2 



132 ECHOES FROM DREAMLAND. 

Shot from her glance, and, with a stifling sigh, 
She thrust me from her, while she gazed on high, 
And muttered, " Oh, my father I" till her grief 
Burst forth in tears, and gave her heart relief. 

One eve we wandered through the lovely maze 

Of flower and shrub that graced the castle-ground. 

And sun was weltering in his last red rays, 

That cast their ruddy colours all around. 

The soft, still air of evening lingered still, 

And seemed the birds unwiUing yet to leave 

And cease the senses charmed with song to thrill. 

As if loth yet to quit so sweet an eve. 

We wandered fer, and sweeter seemed the tone 

Of my guitar that night than e^er before. 

As swept my hand (all other moments thrown 

Around her tiny waist) its soft chords o'er ; 

And yet, I knew not why, my heart was fiUed 

With dark forebodings, that would ever throng 

Upon its blissful dreams, and often thrilled 

With sadness in the burden of my song. 

I gazed upon my love ; those orbs again 

Were filled with glistening tears, the bosom heaved 

With agony so deep, that now, in vain 

My words had striven, no more the cheek conceived 

Its beauteous blush, but paleness overspread 

Her lovely features, and a stony chill 

Overcame her form, like to the pulseless dead. 

And caused my nerves with horror deep to thrill. 

I strove to soothe her, but my words seemed more 

To raise her agony, as with her hand 

She thrust my arm aside, and clasped tight o'er 

Her pain-wrung face her snowy fingers, and 

At last, with frenzied mien, she started back 

Away from me, with one long, deep-drawn sigh. 

While like a demon did her sorrow rack 

Her gentle bosom with its agony. 
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** Wretch that I am I^* she cried, ^^ to fBH the flame 
Of love within our bosoms, when I know 
A curse must ever rest upon thy name 
Amongst my people ; and I, too, must bow 
Unto their wishes, though, alas ! in vain 
My bosom would the fatal day defer 
That shall to thee my grief too well explain, 
And make her whom thou lov^st thy murderer I" 

I gazed in awe, and would have sought to hear 
More of the mystery she uttered, but. 
With fainting form, she tottered, and had near 
Sunk to the ground, but that my arm was put, 
Now unresisted, round her waist again. 
And bore I back her form, while to excess 
Dark Sorrow, satisfied, withdrew his pain, 
And left her mind to sweet unconsciousness. 



A burst of light my eyes snatched quick from sleep, 

As gazed I, startled, on an armM group 

Of soldiers round my bed, who seemed to keep 

A guard above me, while a larger troop 

Were placed outside, each in superb array, 

As if to serve in some important day. 

They bade me quickly dress; and as I caught 

Their meaning glance, that bore some dire intent, 

I bade their chieftain tell me what had brought 

Him hither ; and, in quick reply, he bent 

Down to my ear, and whispered that he came 

To lead me to the scaffold firom my room, 

Where — ^by an order in the council's name — 

I now was fSftted to a felon's doom I 

I started back in fear, and on my brow 

The beads of perspiration hung, as gazed 

I on the dark, determined foes bebw. 

Who showed how vain the hope my heart had raised 
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Of some escape ; and now they ronghly bade 
Me join the long procession, that would take 
Its way unto the scaffold, where had stayed 
The crowd for hours before ; and in the wake 
Of the armed band I followed, till we neared 
The place of death, that high its gaunt form reared. 

How eagerly each glance was turned upon 
My wondering face from out that darksome crowd. 
Through which a thrill of pleasure oft would run 
And burst in acclamations long and loud ! 
Beside me stood a tall form, who clutched tight 
A battle-axe within his hand, and stayed 
But for the signal, ere he used his might 
To dash the feeble life that yet delayed 
Within my breast that had the dungeon left 
Of agony it had endured so long. 
And of its own dear land for ever reft 
But to be butchered for a pagan throng. 

But fear had left me now : the fire that ran 
Within 'my veins, when in the maddening fight. 
Was unsubdued by prison, and the Man 
Spoke from my glance as met it the harsh light 
From those dark orbs around, and to their hate 
A sneer burst o'er my features at my fate I 

My neck lay on the rude block, and the crowd. 

In breathless silence, gazed with eager eyes ; 

That brawny form above my figure bowed. 

And raised his deadly weapon towards the skies. 

One moment, and the signal would be given 

That earth should snatch for ever firom my sight — 

When, lo I the mob apart was quickly riven. 

As swift a horse their close lines through was driven, 

And cast them, screaming, backward 'neath his might. 
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A tall form bore he, who, beBineared in dust, 
Rode toward the scaffold, and, with a strong hand, 
The headsman^s ponderous weapon downward thrust, 
And bade him, in a voice of loud conmiand, 
Retire, as raised he me ; and, ere I ceased 
To wonder, I had left that scene of gloom, 
And from those direfid hands was now released, 
That had so nearly sealed my cruel doom. 

Again I stood within the council-hall, 

And seated, as before, upon the dais 

My lovely mistress ; but the constant fall 

Of bitter tears no longer left their trace 

Upon her peach-Hke cheek ; all now around 

Was bright and hung with garlands, and but smiles 

Reigned on the features that before had frowned 

Upon my presence, and no more the trials 

Of prisoners were heard, but the glad sound 

Of mirth and happiness filled all around. 

They led me to the gentle one who held 
The regal seat, and there, on bended knee, 
I languished in the glances bright that swelled 
My breast with such deep bliss ; while loudly she 
Bade, in the hearing of her nobles all, 
Me all my story since the fight recall, 
And by my words revive the tale once more 
Of how I gained the locket that I wore. 

I rose unto my feet, and boldly told 
The story of my capture, and how died 
The noble chief, and, ere the death-king^s hold 
Had seized him, how I rushed unto his side 
To succour him ; and, lastly, how he gave, 
In gratitude, the trinket that I bore 
When taken captive o^er his undug grave. 
And as I spake, the maiden shaded o^er 
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Her features with her hauds in grief, till came 

I to the story of the locket, when 

She turned unto a chief beside (the same 

Who saved me &om the headsman^s axe), and then 

She seized his hand — ^her eyes with that pure light 

Illumed which all her grief failed to destroy. 

And through her former teaxs perhaps doubly bright-** 

And kissed it in the fulness of her joy 1 

" Our Grod is great I " the maiden cried, at last. 

" What have we not escaped ? We thought, fSsdr knight, 

That thou hadst slain my &ther ; for, ere passed 

He from our earth, he said this trinket bright 

Should mark his slayer, for to him alone 

He would have given it, and we a vow 

Swore that we would repay by death the one 

Who robbed me of my sire ; and, brave sir, thou 

Didst bring the token unto us ; yet, praised 

Be Allah's name I that on my bosom rests 

Not thy dark murder, for this captain gazed 

Upon thee in the conflict, and attests 

The tale thou'st told as truth. But, ah I alas I 

That thou hast suffered so aheady, while 

We deemed thee guilty, those long hours to pass 

Within a dungeon's walls ! But no denial 

Shall meet thee from us if thou aught wilt say 

Thy heart desires in recompense. But, ah I 

Our power avails us not ; what could repay 

A Briton for his loss of freedom ? Far, 

Far dearer than all else that makes earth bright 

Must be that gift unto the Christian knight ! " 

^^ Fair queen," I said, ^^my recompense is gained 
In seeing the bright fire of happy bliss, 
That ere that fatal day thy heart retained, 
Eetum once more to thee. But, if in this 
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I dare not too much, oh ! that I might deem 
Thy loye is mine as formerly ; and though 
No YOWB have left our lips, the happy dream 
We wove remains unbroken stiU. But, no ; 
How oould my bosom think the eastern queen, 
Surrounded by all bliss, would care to leave 
Her regal home, religion, and this scene 
Of splendid happiness, but to receive 
In lieu the deep love of the English knight. 
And see her kingdom vanish from her touch, 
To leave but this poor exchange in her sight I 
Speak, lady — say — oh ! do I ask too much ? " 

Her form sank on my breast, as swift my arm 
Clung closely round her waist, and felt I well 
The beating, that no self-control could calm. 
Of her soft bosom 'gainst my own; while feU 
Her lovely tresses o'er my cheek, that glowed 
With latent fire beneath her transient breath ; 
And now her gentle orbs full deeply showed 
That boon was granted to the one beneath. 
Her soft hand lingered in my own, and tried 
In vain its ardent pressure to resign. 
As, with a blushing cheek, she faintly sighed, 
^^ Do with me as thou wilt, for I am thine 1 *' 



But, ah I — yes — oh I — where am I, reader fair ? 
The lofty hall has vanished from my eyes, 
And in its stead a table meets my stare, 
Where but dull Chitty and a parchment lies. 
The scene is gone for ever ; not a trace 
Remains of that bright vision, where, so lief, 
I was to stay for e'er, and in its place 
^^ Instructions^' meet my 0yes ^^ for dnwing brief." 
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But still within my grasp the small hands rest, 
Though not of heathen queen, but one whose form 
Is bom of British soil, and ^neath whose breast 
An English heart beats with emotions wacm. 
And what were to my heart, while owns it thine, 

Oh ! dearest I all the deepest love 

Of bright princesses who filled Palestine, 
And owned the scenes that formed my dream above ? 
My breast would yield them all, and their loss deem 
No sacrifice ; while back my heart could flee 
(Without one care for the now-broken dream) 
To find a home of welcome, love, by thee ! 



HEIDELBERG. 

The moon illumed each battlement. 

Now conquered by decay, 
Of Heidelberg's proud tow'r, and rent 

The darknees with her ray. 

The rippling play of Necker's wave 
Danced blithely 'neath her light, 

That hues of glittering silver gave, 
Till passed it in its flight. 

Oh! are those battlements forlorn, 
A wreck of what has been ? 

Or is a veil but closely drawn 
Before a brighter scene ? 

Cannot the eye with dreamy fire 

The cold cloud penetrate, 
And once again those walls inspire 

With all their ancient state? 
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Why casts the moon so brightly o^er 

The towering pile her rays ; 
Why light up glories now no more, 

If none are there to gaze ? 

Why pours the limpid, flowing stream 

Such music on the air, 
If no bright forms of bygone dream, 

Entranced, are listening there? 

Oh I no, though vulgar eyes are veiled 

Before that sprite^fllled realm, 
Soft forms and knights in corslets mailed 

Those echoing waUs o^erwhehn. 

Again the festive board is spread 

In night's unbroken hour ; 
And scenes of love, from bright eyes read, 
' Those mossy crags embower. 

Bright visions do those spirits weave. 

Though swift they fade away 
Before the mortal's gaze, and leave 

But death and dark decay ! 



STANZAS. 



What thoughts are these my trembling heart 
Would force unto my lips so o£t ; 
A dream no words can e'er impart 
Their ac6ents, breathed however soft ? 

What blissful sentiment concealed 
Heaves up my bosom with its sighs, 
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That only seems in form revealed 

When warmed beneath thy soft blue eyes ? 

Thy £>rm away, 'tis but a spell 
Impalpable pervades my frame, 
That but its presence sweet wiU tell 
When thrills my bosom at thy name. 

And Reason whispers in my mind— 
Tis the delusion of the young, 
That dies when years have left behind 
The fleeting age from which it sprung. 

Oh I shall I list to reason's cold 
Words, and my dreaming breast reprove ; 
Or hearken to those thoughts untold. 
My heart, in softer tones, calls Love? 

That strange sense thrills my breast again. 
And teems with bliss beneaili thine eye ; 
And Reason cold to flee is £Edn, 
For Love has gained the victory I 
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How ofb my breast has loved to dream, 
When by its hopeless passion burned, 
Of tender sympathy, and deem 
How sweet must be a love returned ! 

What happiness the mind must own 
Another's tender thoughts to share, 
And, murm'ring Love's entrancing ton^, 
Can touch a chord responsive there I 
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And oft my gaze has loved to rest 
On two forms wand'ring in the light 
Of rosy Cupid, while my breast 
Has hopeless sighed for bliss as bright. 

But now, if truly reads my heart 
Thy glance in each swift happy hour. 
It needs no dreaming to impart 
The joys that fill the young god's power. 

No vision asks my bosom now 
When thrills it to the zephyr sigh 
That hovers on thy lip, for thou 
Hast taught the sweet reality I 



THE LOVERS. 

'Tis night ; upon a tumbled bed, 
Deserted by sweet sleep, I lie, 
And gaze upon the moonbeams shed 
From out the star-bespangled sky. 

A dismal wailing meets mine ear, 
So oft repeated, that a dream 
Of some dark tragedy, with fear, 
My bosom causes oft to teem. 

I rise, and to the lattice flee, 

Where round the spot the moonbeams wreathe ; 

And see, and anger as I see, 

A large array of cats beneath ! 

There sprightly Tom (who, by his noise, 
The most my rising spleen does move) 
To^Tabby, who his heart enjoys, 
Pours forth his passioned lay of love. 
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His tale is long — at least, to me, 
Who seek the charms of Morpheus' pow'r — 
And, from its present strength, I see 
It pVhaps may last another hour. 

How sweet is love unto the mind ! 
But oft the mind will lose control. 
And let the body cast behind 
The sentiments that charm the soul. 

Thus, though my spirit may delight 
In the bright scene before me spread, 
My senses feel 'tis near midnight^ 
And deem it best to be in bed. 

Unconscious stray my feet to where 
The washhand-stand is placed, and swift 
My hands the limpid water bear. 
And to the opened window lift — 

Then, quick as light, my ruthless hand, 
Unheeding the soft love they pour. 
Showers idl the liquid o'er the band, 
And, cold and drenched, they sing no more ! 



TINTORETTO, 

PAINTING HIS DEAD CHILD. 

All icy cold, all icy cold. 

Those lips remain for evermore ; 

The death-king's hold, the death-king's hold. 

Has gained those charms his vict'ry o'er. 

Oh I dream no more, 

For life has pass'd I 
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That tender eye, that tender eye, 
That smiled such beaming love around, 
Gives no reply, gives no reply. 
For dark within the lid 'tis bound. 

The dream is o'er. 

And life has passed I 

With trembling hand, with trembling hand, 
I fain thy lineaments would place ; 
But faint they stand, but faint they stand. 
Upon my canvas, 'neath the trace 

Of tears, that tell 

Thy life has paAs'd ! 

Return again, return again, 
My daughter, to thy hapless sire ! 
Is all in vain, is all in vain. 
With breath thy bosom to inspire ? 

And but the knell 

Marks life has pass'd I 

How vain my art, how vain my art, 
That but thy likeness can express 
With pulseless heart, with pulseless heart. 
And only cold unconsciousness! 

And e'en this dream 

Shows life has passed ! 

For cold as thou, for cold as thou, 
Thy portrait on the cloth shall lie, 
With throbless brow, with throbless brow. 
That chills my heart with agony. 

And all shall teem 

Of life that's paBs'd I 
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My danghter^B soul, my daughter's soul, 
Oh, guide my hand through its sad part ! 
'Neath thy control, 'neath thy control, 
Inspire my boeom with my art! 

Though it be but a dream, 
And Ufe indeed have pass'd ! 



"MAY HEAVEN PROTECT THEE!" 
A PAINTING. 

Heb arms above his neck are wound, 

Her eye with tears is dim. 
While mutter soft to Heaven's throne 

Her lips a prayer for him. 

He goes ; then leap the billows high. 

As if, in cruel joy. 
They thirsted for his precious life. 

And waited to destroy. 

But, oh I what harm shall e'er reach him. 

Though darkly lour the sky. 
While such pure lips as those implore 

His safety irom on high ? 

One love-fraught kiss, and hold no more 

Her arms that manly form. 
But far away his light boat rides, 

And trembles on the storm. 

And wends the maiden back her way. 
Above the spray-flaked shore, 

To wait in sad suspense, till clasp 
His neck her arms once more. 
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*'BE MERRY AND WISE." 

Let's be merry and wise 1 What a maxim is this, 

That, fbKed in the bosom, and ne'er cast aside. 

Can give to enjoyment its sole taste of bliss. 

And still leave to life some sensations untried I 

How hapless the libertine, sated with all 

The pleasures of sense, where too deeply he's quaffed, 

And now all life's joys on his feelings but pall. 

And bitter is now where once sweet was the draught. 

How noble the figure that, scarce burst from youth. 
All its tenderest sentiments fain would repress. 
And, sneering at infancy's innocent truth, 
In each feature bears stamped the fell mark of excess — 
That would scorn to say " Father," and mutters the while, 
In a drawling tone, *' Grov'nor," with " haw " at the end, 
And deems it true glory to boast with a smile 
Of each drunken debauch he is wont to attend ! 

Oh ! pass round the bowl, let's enjoy its red flow, 
For sweet is a company merry and gay ; 
Wine was given for pleasure, then who shall say No 
To the god that drives Care with its dark pangs away ! 
Oh ! Heaven forbid that we e'er should destroy 
The stream that so nourishes bright Friendship's roiot. 
Or crush the red bowl where lies fellowship's joy I 
But why put oneself on a par with the brute ? 

Bah ! I'd sooner in leading strings still be retained. 
And ninney cry " Mammy ! " throughout aU my life. 
Than join that pale band who can dream they have gained 
The smile of the world when seducing a wife I 



146 ECHOES FROM DREAMLAND. 

Pure love in their bosoms can ne^er be a guest, 

For, crushed by the vanities with which each teems, 

Its first budding virtues must e^er be repressed, 

Til they sink into death with all youth^s tender dreams. 

There is surely a boundary in whose domain 

We might wander enjoying, without stepping past, 

And bringing our pleasure so close to dsuck pain. 

That is always the end of excesses at last. 

T^et^s be merry and wise, and the heart, light and free 

From the pangs of remorse, shall for ever gaze on 

Our world, whence ita moderate bliss can ne'er flee, 

And look for a better when this one be gone I 



CEKULEAFLORA. 

A TINY flower, with leaves of blue. 
Amongst the heather hidden grew, 
And reared its modest charms beneath 
The soft dews and the zephyr^s breath. 

A lover plucked that modest flower, 
And rudely tore it from its bower 
Of green, that its soft beauty might 
The fair girl at his side delight. 

The maiden, with a crimson dye 
Upon her cheek, and downcast eye, 
Within her beating bosom chaste 
The bud with trembling fingers placed. 
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Alas ! for with that happy day 
The flower^B fragrance passed away 1 
While that soft breast, so fraught with joy, 
Had served the more but to destroy. 

But, ah 1 how ill that bud shall prove 
An emblem of the youth's true love I 
For that one day had served to sear, 
While this shall blooming last for e^er. 



THE FIRST ROSE. 

Within a garden decked with flowers, 
Deep shaded o'er by jasmin bowers. 
And spangled with tibie dewy showers, 
Beneath the sun, 

A lovely rose of blushing red. 
With all its fragrant leaves full spread, 
Which marked when that bright day had fled 
Its race was run. 

Though fairer far than other flower, 
Its beauty must, in one short hour, 
Succumb imto tiie death-king's power, 
And die away. 

And as upon the buds it gazed. 
That round its form their fjumesB raised, 
A dew-tear 'midst its petals blazed 
For its decay. 

k2 
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For Bad it was to die while all 
Those buds around it towered tall. 
The fairest, yet the first to &11 
To death a prej. 

But, lo ! there plucked a lovely maid 
From off the branch, where doomed to fade 
It seemed, and in her bosom laid 
Its shape so fair. 

And then that gentle flower blest 
The hour that gave so soft a tomb ; 
And now, though Death might steal its bloom, 
It sank content on that soft breast, 
To perish there. 



SONG. 

The evening air the zephyr wafts along. 

Its path with fragrance filled. 
Yet bear no more its wings thy welcome song. 

That is for ever stilled ; 
For with the hours of deep, entrancing bliss, 

That filled each day of yore. 
Those dear lips, with their music and soft kiss, 

Are hushed for evermore. 

But yet above these scenes thy guileless soul 

Does wend its silent way. 
And crush beneath the spirit^s deep control 

E'en darksome Death's decay. 
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And still I tread that soil in dreamy thought, 

Where bliss used e'er to be, 
While fancy back the vision sweet has brought, 

That I am yet with thee. 

Sweet memory thy loved form brings again 

My tear-fraught eyes before. 
Although my thoughts the consciousness retain 

That thou art here no more. 
And all is lonely, as o'er each loved spot 

My lingering gaze is cast. 
To dream but of a future that is not. 

And mourn above a past. 



THE SPECTRE. 

On high the thunder boomed, while blinding bright 
The lightning's glare shot from the troubled sky, 

And cast aside the gloomy pall of night 
But to sink back in dark obscurity. 

The rain in torrents fell, and roared the wind 
Across the plain its startling echoes fax ; 

While roamed the storm>king, in no bounds confined. 
And urged the elements to fiercest war. 

I rode alone upon this fearfrd night. 
My jaded charger quivering with fear, 

As burst the awful lightning on his sight, 
All forms so ghastly causing to appear. 
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Ay, there it was again I mine eyes deceived 
Me not ; and plain my startled sense a form, 

With outstretched arms and ghostly white, perceived. 
Which blended horribly with that dire storm. 

A strange, wild feeling nrged me on, although 
I fain would have, by flight, made my escape ; 

And now no more my steed refused to go, 
But bore me swifdy to that fear-fraught shape. 

I neared it, and the electric fluid played 
Around its waving limbs, that seemed as if 

They beckoned to me, and my breath was stayed, 
While on my head my locks were bristled stiff. 

'Twas close upon me, while seemed to desert' 
The blood my heart, and, with my teeth close set, 

I wildly grasped and grappled with — a shirt 
Hung on a line to dry, but very wet I 



SONG. 

The soft wind steals the bowers through, 

And wafts the passing fay, 
And now reveals ^midst heaven^s blue 

The moon her gentle ray. 
And all her sweets bright Nature^s art 

Seems striving to display ; 
Yet sadly beats ^midst all my heart, 
For thou art fax away, love, 
For thou art fer away. 
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The eve^s soft star, that gazes bright, 

Thj &ce seems to retain. 
And though a£aT, within its light 

I watch thy smile again ; 
And then methinks that thy thoughts flee, 

Like mine, unto our love. 
And in those links of sympathy 

Our souls commune above. 

How sweet the hour, then, when the beams 

Of sun no longer play. 
And in the power of Fancy's dreams 

In Love's domains we stray ! 
But, ah ! how drear the QK>ments fly 

That form the dreamless day, 
And on inine ear bante the «^ Bigh, 
For thou art fiEur away, love, 
For thou art far away. 



THE LOST LAMB. 

Methouoht I strolled along a lonely shore 
O'erhung by beetling crags, where dashed beneath 
The waves against the rocks with ceaseless roar, 
And burst in angry spray each eddying wreath. 

No verdure soft raised on those rocks its form, 
¥[o mossy bower wooed the feet to stay, 
But, bleached and rugged by tiie fiiried storm. 
They seemed but fitted for the shipwreck's prey. 
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I raiaed mj eyes, and, lo ! upon tlie brink 
Of one steep crag a gentle lamb had strayed, 
And on a fearful ledge (whence most would shrink 
That knew their frightful danger) careless played. 

The rough gusts swept around, yet knew it nought 
Of danger in its thoughtlessness, that gave. 
Perhaps, its sole protection, for one thought 
Of terror^s nervousness had given a grave. 

I turned aside, and, lo ! my dream had fled ; 
That raging storm its boisterous voice had quelled ; 
No more the thoughtless lamb my eyes in dread, 
That gambolled by bo dire a &te, beheld. 

But 'neath my gaze its prototype instead 
Was pictured in real life, unseen before. 
Perhaps more terrible than that just fled — 
An in&nt playing round a lawyer^s door I 



-MELANCHOLY. 

Whence art thou sprung, mysterious power. 
That holds o'er every breast 
The same control, when some lone hour 
The bosom has depressed ? 

How sad the influence thine art 
Can cast above the mind, 
And yet withal upon the heart 
A soft joy leave behind I 
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How sweet on lovely woman^s fieice 
Thy pensive shades appear, 
When music conjures up thy trace 
To melt into a tear 1 

When evening falls above the earth, 
And Nature seems to sleep, 
Thy tender thoughts receive their birth, 
A&d o*er the senses creep. 

And ofb I think some brighter sphere 
Than ours thy power has given, 
And though the earthly form rests here. 
Our spirits soar to heaven — 

There to gaze deep, with longing eye. 
Upon some form well loved, 
Who to the happy realms on high 
From the dull earth has roved I 

Oh ! sweet, then, is thy power to me, 
If truly is withdrawn 
My soul from earth to upwards flee 
To where those lost have gone : 

To where the best-loved forms that light 
Had given to my gaze 
Are clothed in angel's purest white. 
And sing their hymns of praise. 

And can this only be a dream ? 
Or what could leave the bliss 
With which thy visions ever teem — 
Oh ! let me deem 'tis this ! 
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I would not have from out my breast 
This fimcy torn, and e^er 
Thou shalt remain a welcome guest, 
Sweet Melancholy ! there. 



STANZAS. 

What cup of bliss was e'er so sweet 
As that my trembling lips enjoyed ? 
What heart before did ever beat 
With happiness so unalloyed ? 

What dream more lovely ever filled 
A poet's fancy than the real, 
That near my bosom's pulses stilled 
Its bright extent of bliss to feel ? 

And in its joy my bosom felt 

Its source from earth could ne'er be given ; 

No bliss so pure there ever dwelt, 

But must have been a glimpse of heaven I 

But ah, alas ! that pleasures die 
So swift, and leave a lonely dearth ! 
That form no longer greets mine eye, 
And sink I once again to earth. 
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THE HAUNTED CASTLE. 

^Tis but the coarse and vulgar mind 
That e'er refuses to believe 
The form that once to death consigned, 
Its path to earth can still retrieve : 

That those whose end was foully gained 
On earth in vengeance can appear ; 
Or, who for one deep love retained 
While yet in life, revisit here I 

I sat within the gloomy haU 
Of an old haunted castle, where 
The tattered banners swept the wall, 
And fluttered ghost-like on the air. 

The owl, scared by my lamp, his screech 
Grave forth, that echoed far around ; 
While, from the tapestry on each 
Side, armed forms on my presence frowned. 

They told me it was death to rest 
At midnight in that sombre room ; 
For wandered there a soul unblest. 
And told aloud its dreadful doom. 

An ancient knight had owned the hall. 
Whose blood was f ouUy shed in sleep ; 
And, when Night shed o'er earth her pall, 
His spectre wandered through the keep. 

My pulse beat thick, and yet my breast 

A deep determination held 

To linger there, and perhaps attest 

The tale that such dire thoughts impelled. 
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I heard the beating of my heart, 
Ab broke it through the awful still ; 
And fear had made my sense depart, 
But for tiie impulse of my will ! 

Oh ! reader, wouldst thou have me tell 
The scenes that filled that castle old, 
When midnight o^er its chambers fell. 
And all its secrets dire unfold ? 

Oh I wouldst thou know the deeds of blood 
Its walls at night are wont to see 
And shudder at ? ^Cause, if you would, 
I say — it^s no use asking me. 

For loud the hour before midnight 
Was echoed by my heavy snore ; 
Nor, till the mom its rosy light 
O'er earth had showered, woke I more 1 



STANZAS. 

There is a worm at every core, 
When once the hour of bloom be o'er. 
That steals the flower's life away. 
And leaves instead but dark decay. 

There is a death-conveying force, 
Within the stream's unruffled course, 
Whose power can turn the sparkling wave 
At once into a watery grave. 
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There is a pang 'neath every joy 
That doth the youthful heart decoy, 
A cloud of care that floats above 
The once bright sky of human love. 

There is, for every happy thrill 
Of bliss^ that does the bosom All, 
A sigh ; that when the first be past 
The breast in sorrow feels the last. 

Alas I that every blissful hour 
Must followed be by Sorrow^s power ; 
That Love must e'er his joys repress, 
And leave the heart to loneliness ! 



THE CORSAIR. 

The waves leapt high round Assim's bark, 
And flaked its bows with foam ; 

But Assim's thoughts were far away 
Within his mountain home. 

The sun was scarcely ris'n on high. 
When, 'neath the pennon red, 

A corsair chief — ^the giddy boy — 
From his bright home had fled. 

He gazed upon the heaving sea, 

And Assim's face was pale. 
For ne'er before his form had braved 

The rough wave and the gale. 

He thought of all the loving ones 
He left while sunk in rest, 
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And then a senae of riging pain 
His boBom deep oppreued. 

He dwelt upon his parents dear, 

His sister^s budding grace ; 
And Assim^B boat rose on the waves, 

And paler grew his face. 

The thought of home thrilled through his mind, 

And caused his eyes to fill ; 
The weB upheaved the ga]li:at bark, 

And then was Assim iQ I 

" Put back to port ! " was now the cry. 

And swift the ship her course 
Reversed, but Assim groaned again— 

The shifting made him worse. 

At last, within the harbour still, 

The pallid chief was borne, 
And carried in a helpless state 

Back to his home forlorn. 

And from that hour poor Assim^s dreams 

For corsair life were o'er ; 
And swore he, ^twixt his throes of pain, 

He'd go to sea no more I 



LINES. 

When brave Leander crossed the flood. 
And by his waiting mistress stood. 
Did he, when half his danger o'er, 
And swelled with love his bosom's care, 
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A moment give for thought to learn 
The ills that waited his return ; 
Or turn to gaze with aught of fear 
Upon the waves that bore him near 
The object on his heart engraved, 
Or dread the. power he once had braved ? 
Did he, when once within those arms, 
Turn from their clasp with feUse alarms, 
Of how the waves that brought him there 
Again his form would homeward bear ? 
No ! And shall I, when once be past 
The world^s opinion, gaze aghast, 
From out the bower of our love. 
Upon the feat sncceas does prove 
So easy of attainment, or 
Thence fear to trust myself once more 
Unto the world I braved before? 
Forbid it. Heaven 1 But, though brave, 
Had Hero breasted, too, the wave 
With him — her lover — ^then his eye 
Had wandered not so carelessly 
Above the billow, and a thought 
Of care had mingled with lovers draught ! 
And thus it is with me ; for, while 
I reck as little frown or smile, 
The darts so bitter that the world 
Has ever at young passion hurled. 
Would strike thy breast and turn thine all 
Of bliss to disappointment's gall I 
Then, dearest, quelled our love must be ; 
I fear not for myself, but thee I 
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THE ROSEBUSH. 

Upon a hanging branch there grew 
But one soft rose of spotless hue, 

And round its form the green leaves clung 
And formed a bower where it hung. 

A fair girl plucked, and gave the flower 
To him whose heart was in her power ; 

While through the trees, like to a sigh, 
The soft wind passed in sympathy. 

But when again that rose tree bloomed, 
And shed more blossoms ^neath the sun, 

They tints of blushing red assumed — 
No more white as the stolen one. 

Twas strange that henceforth in their growth 
The pure white hues they owned had fled ; 

Perhaps they read the hearts of both. 
And sHent blushed at what they read I 



"LOVERS ARE DECEIVERS." 

How false a tale they tell who say 

That lovers e'er deceive ; 
And but to win, and then forsake. 

Their tale of passion weave. 

Alas I ^tis so, indeed, that hearts 
Have proved untrue ere now. 

And pangs of anguish caused to those 
Who trusted to their vow. 
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Tis true that words of love have been 

But snares to lead astray 
The youthful mind, and bid it yield 

An unsuspecting prey. 

But he who robber of the bliss 

Once held so dear can prove, 
When once his thoughts stoop to deceive, 

Has ceased, in truth, to love ! 



THE BEREAVED. 

She sported with the butterfly 

And chased its giddy flight, 
While o'er her shoulders carelessly 

Her tresses wandered bright. 

And yet, 'midst all her joyousness 

That filled those happy days. 
Her soft blue eye seemed to express 

Her mother's pensive gaze. 

How happy flew the moments by, 

Alas ! now long exiled ! 
When 'neath that bright, unclouded sky, 

I watched my gentle child. 

When these old limbs thrilled with delight 

To see her sportive play, 
That bade my thoughts wing back their flight 

To bliss of olden day. 

L 
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And now, before these eyes were dim 
And closed in Death^s decay, 

Relentless came the tyrant grim 
And stole my child away. 

Oh, Grod ! that e^er these eyes should see 
That form grow cold in death, 

And that yomig breast, so loved by me. 
Draw its last fleeting breath ! 

Why did the Mower^s &tal hand 
Not strike this aged form ? 

Twas cruel that heart to demand 
With youth and life so warm ! 

To see that £EUse, with no relief, 
Deep writhing ^neath its pain I 

Oh, would these eyes, that closed in giief, 
Had never oped again 1 

And yet my heart is wrong to grieve 

For her so pure and blest, 
For welcome Heaven's joys receive 

Her soul in gentle rest. 

Her spirit was too pure by fax 

On earth for long to roam. 
And high above the sparkling star 

Has but fled to its home. 

Yet hard, oh. Heaven I 'twas to destroy 
That fair young life's short span. 

And leave, reft of his only joy, 
The grief bowed-down old man 
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SONG. 

Upon a mossy bank we lay 
And wiled the sunny hours away, 
And what we spoke I cannot say, 

Some one and I. 

Suffice to say the moments flew, 
While blushed her cheek a rosy hue. 
And none were happier than we two. 

Some one and I. 

Suffice to say that Cupid^s power 

Ne^er triumphed more than in that hour. 

And bathed within his rosy shower 

Some one and me. 

Suffice to say that, ere the sun 
Throughout another day had run, 
A tiny, golden band made one 

Some one and me 



THE HEARTSEASE. 



Oh I cruel thus from out my grasp 

That tender flower to steal, 
And rob my bosom of the power 

Its fragile leaves conceal. 

Thy bright eyes, long mine own heart's ease. 

In pangs of love have won. 
And yet thy hand denies me this — 

Poor, artificial one. 

L 2 
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Alas ! poor flower, like mine it beat 
Unmunn'ring to thy will, 

And bleet upon its acent«d breath 
The hand that sought to kill I 

But, lady, keep that heartsease £rail. 
Its bloom roust soon have flown ; 

Deny my breast the borrowed power, 
And give it back ita own ! 



THE RELIC. 

The honeysuckle clambered o'er 
The porch, where loved the bee 

To linger, and the jasmin roved 
Around the cottage free. 

The Fed rays of the sinking sun 
Fell o'er the beauteous scene, 

And peeped the rising moon at night 
The waving trees between. 

The joyous birds with melody 
The scented breezes filled ; 

But music sweeter iair than theirs 
My listing bosom thrilled ! 



The teurlii- words of inr 

From one beloved, whose form 
Shall never leave this heart, with all 



SONG. 165 



The whispered song of youthful love, 
That swept my pulses through, 

As gazed I, with impassioned fire, 
Within those eyes of blue. 

And aU has fled I The auburn tress, 
The bright eye, and the breast — 

So ardent once with life — ^have gone 
To gain their final rest ! 

And of those well-loved jasmin bowers, 
Where still the wild bee sips, 

But this dead relic now remains 
I press unto my lips. 

All, aU are gone, save this one leaf. 
Long fled its verdant bloom. 

An emblem of the happy joys 
That now lie in their tomb I 



SONG. 

Oh I woman is deceitful, 
And hearts delights to gain, 

But that her cruel pleasure 
May triumph in their pain. 

Oh I woman ofb is faithless, 
And breaks the promise made ; 

And he who trusted woman 
Has found his bliss to fade. 
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Oh! woman^B will is cruel, 
Her love is hard to own, 

Of all oft 80 exacting 
To bend to her alone ! 

But wonum, too, is gentle, 
And loves with man to share ; 

Her thoughtful breast is willing 
To soothe his pain or care. 

But woman, too, is lovely, 
Her heart is true and pure ; 

And he who trusted woman 
Has found his bliss endure. 

And woman, too, is faithftil. 
As oft her deeds will prove, 

And thus it is to woman 
That man e^er bows in love ! 



STANZAS. 

No more on the grass is the dew brightly shining 
Beneath the bright rays of the moon that^s away, 

And the herbage, where lately the fays were reclining. 
Is arid and parched by the god of the day. 

The nightingale^s voice is now hushed below heaven. 
And silent she wends to her nest back her way. 

To pine till the twilight, once more to earth given, 
Shall bid her renew the soft theme of her lay. 
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All drooped is the flower, each blossom is bending, 
O'ercome by the heat of the sun's yellow ray, 

As it longs for soft eve, on whom life is depending, 
To its breast her sweet zephyrs once more to convey. 

Thou art gone, and now nought to my breast is remaining, 
That e'er with thy love will delicioudy bum, 

But to dream o'er the beauties of Fancy's retaining, 
And sigh in its solitude till thy return ! 



SILENT LOVE. 

There is the truthful heart above, 

No sweeter, stronger tie, 
Than the soft glance of silent love 

To bind to constancy. 

There is no outward senseless form 
That faithful keeps the breast. 

Like to the sigh and feelings warm 
In limguage unexpreesed. 

The pzesBuie from the hand we love 

More power owns by far. 
To bid the bosom cease to rove, 

Than all the oaths that are. 

And deep indeed is that stiU power 
That springs from heart to heart, 

And sweet the bliss through every hour 
Its sentiments impart. 
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ThoTigh, linked with Cupid, Hymen still 
Strong o'er the breast may prove, 

He owns not half the ties that fill 
The unbreathed vows of Love ! 



FALLING STARS. 

I 6AZBD upon the wide expanse of blue, 

Bright studded with its stars of silver hue ; 

And, as I gazed, behold I an orb of light 

Oft swept towards the earth in awful flight. 

And vanished from the sky, as if its Are 

Were driven by night's darkness to expire. 

And what waa this? Whence came that starry globe 

That helped to deck bright heaven's cerulean robe ? 

And whither had it vanished ? And, methought, 

It once had been a world unlike in nought 

Unto our own, whose race at length was run. 

And, at the beck of the Almighty One, 

Had sunk into eternity ; while still 

The other stars, upheld by His great will, 

Shone brightly on, whilst that one orb of night — 

A imit in the great expanse of light-— 

Was quenched for ever, none knew where, save He 

Who formed its beauties in infinity. 

And thus, methought, 'twill be with us, when Time 

Has carried out the purposes sublime 

Of our probation ; yielding to decay. 

Our world from the great space shall melt away. 

'Tis but a moment, in the ceaseless round 

Of long eternity, since first did found 

The earth His mighty hands, and 'tia again. 

Perhaps, a shorter time that shall remain 
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Its wondbrous structure here ; but, like yon star, 
A blaze of beauty glittering from afar, 
But please the eye an instant with its shape, 
Then, with the £Eite that nothing can escape, 
It shall be dashed from ^neath the heavens bright, 
With but a stream of fire to mark its flight, 
And, by the shades of darkness shrouded o^er, 
Sink, all forgotten, to be seen no more I 



THE WILD DUCK. 

The sun is sinking in the west. 
And tints the sky with red. 

The wild duck seeks his reed-built nest, 
For day has nearly fled. 

I rest upon my oars, to gaze 

Upon the beauteous scene, 
So still, save where the ripple plays 

Against the meadows' ^een. 

And as I gaze, my wandVing mind 
Thinks on the dream of life, 

Where dwells such beauty unconflned 
With which all earth is rife. 

This view — ^these lovely meads imbued 
With sun's last rosy light — 

These tender blossoms, many-hued. 
That charm the smell and sight. 

And yet all these, so beauteous now, 
Must Nature's law obey. 
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And, ere Timers sands much longer flow, 
Will sink into decay. 

Oh ! what is Life? E'en love or power, 
When but from earth's soil grown ? 

What are these dreamings of an hour 
We strive so hard to own ? 

And, as I ask, no echo clear 
My loud-spoke thoughts gives back. 

But steady, solemn, on mine ear 
Breaks forth the wild duck's quack ! 

And thou art right, poor bird ! Thus far 
Each gilded dream must die ; 

Earth's passions, joys, and gains, but are 
An empty quackery ! 



HOPE. 



Be still, thou beating heart, 

And stay thy pulse's fire. 
Whence Reason's laws depart. 

And yield before Desire ! 

Is every lagging hour 

A sacrifice to be. 
To swell the growing power 

That owns its author — ^thee? 

Are years that should be real 
To be oongumed in dreams, 

But to thee to reveal 
That thought where beauty teems ? 



DEATH. 

Hope on I Perhaps to enhance 
Such words 'twere not in vain, 

Where Fate has left one chance 
The longed-for wish to gain ! 

But here, poor heart, indeed. 
Time's laggard flowing stream 

Shall leave thee but to bleed 
Above an empty dream ! 

Youth's castles wrecks but prove 
Before the Real's stem breath; 

The birth of Hope is Love, 
Its consummation — ^Death ! 
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DEATH. 

Who mourns by the silent grave ? 

Who weeps o'er the darksome bier ? 
Lo ! Death must his conquests waive, 

Though soiTOw stiU linger here I 

To reahns of unbounded space 
Thy child has long winged his flight. 

With an angel's bright form and face. 
In lands fraught with heaven's light ! 

From the blue-girt vaulted sky, 
The one of thine earthly love 

Still breathes her impassioned sigh. 
And watches thee from above 1 
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And thy mother, poor orphan boy, 
Though unseen her soft form of air, 

Yet murmurs a parentis joy, 
And guards thee beneath her care ! 

Then who weeps by the lonely grave ? 

And who mourns by the silent bier? 
For Death must his conquests waive, 

Though sonrow yet linger here I 



STANZAS. 

What spell rests in this earth, 
That in the human mind 

To such a love gives birth. 
While yet so undefined ? 

What never-tiring charm 
In life resides, that man 

E^er gazes with alarm 
Upon its shortening span ? 

The heart that looks on life, 
And sees a pain-fraught doom, 

Is but with anguish rife, 
Yet shrinks it from the tomb ! 

Oh I can our &ir earth still 
More genuine joys command 

Than those that e^er must fill 
That silent, peaceful land ? 
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Do, than the sleeping dead, 

We joys more precious have ? 
Or is it that we dread 

The dew-damps of the grave ? 



THE CASTAWAY. 

From the boundless vault of azure sky 
The moon shed her radiance bright. 

And the deep, from its ever-heaving breast, 
Cast the waves of sUvered light. 

And earth no spell-breaking sound of life, 
To disturb the sweet silence, gave, 

Save the sighing wind, or ceaseless plash 
Of the foam-tipped, breaking wave. 

Oh ! who, ^midst that lovely scene, had thought 
Of the tomb, or of sombre death ? 

Or who, in the light that from heaven played. 
Had recked of the earth beneath ? 

And yet, on that wave-bound, silent shore. 

He lay with his upturned gaze. 
And his cold £EUse, on whose features still 

The moon poured down her rays. 

Oh, little they recked, who sat that night 

His far home's hearth beside, 
That the life of him they held so dear 

Was tossed by the angry tide ! 
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The merry laugh rings through the room, 

So consort-filled and warm, 
But its sounds were changed to a dismal wail, 

Could they see his stiffened form. 

And no tear shall fall, while his stiffening corpse 

Lies cold in the moonlit air ; 
But when blanched his bones, and returns he not, 

Their grief shall reach despair ! 

^Tis oh I that the moon would veil her rays. 

And hide from the startled sight 
The pale, still form of the castaway, 

More ghastly ^neath her light I 

But the silvery orb on that lonely strand 

Has ne'er more brightly shone ; 
And the wild sea moans, as in remorse, 

At the work its wrath has done ! 



STANZAS. 

No vow is mingled with our sigh, 
We breathe no plighting word ; 

Our love but springs from eye to eye, 
The deeper that unheard. 

The pledge, but to be broken, sought 
Our hands have not received ; 

But the soft interchange of thought 
That feels it, is believed ! 
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The care- fraught throes of jealousy 
Our hearts for e'er despise, 

For Confidence, that ne'er can die, 
Within each bosom lies. 

Oh ! this is love indeed, whose worth 
From innocence is given ; 

God grant its bliss may last on earth, 
Though linked so close to heaven ! 



THE NAME. 

I TRACED a name within the sand 

Upon the broad sea-shore, 
And watched the flowing tide arise 

With never-ceasing roar. 
« 
The leaping wave, with circling head, 

At length that spot attained ; 
And of the word my hand had formed 

Not one faint trace remained. 

And thus each one, ere so beloved, 
Whom Death has reft away 

From Mem'ry's shore, by Time is reft 
To greet its last decay. 

The name our bosoms once had thought 

No power could impair 
Has vanished, and its place is left 

For new impressions there. 
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Like to the sand that yields all trace 
The rolling wave when met ; 

The human heart was ever formed 
To cherish — then forget ! 



HERO AOT) LEANDER. 

Across the stilly Bosphorus 

Leander swam, ^tis said, 
To gaze upon the eyes whose light 

His breast with passion fed. 

^Tis strange the history that relates 
This wondrous exhibition 

Ne^er mentions how he managed in 
His very wet condition. 

Romantic youth may well within 
The tale its faith repose ; 

But one is scarcely fit for love 
When sitting in damp clothes. 

We cannot think the lover left 
The dress that had impeded 

His course behind ; and, even then, 
A towel he had needed. 

Perchance he wore a diving dress, 
Just to encase his skin in ; 

Or Hero — ^thoughtful in her love — 
Provided change of linen. 
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However, till these doubts be clear, 
Where hist'ry fails, the more I 

Must feel inclined to disbelieve 
This very wondrous story ! 



BALLAD. 



She loves me, and I'm happy ; 

Her gentle heart is mine ; 
Oh 1 may my bosom never 

That dream so sweet resign ! 
In vows breath'd but to Heaven 

Our hearts have been bestown ; 
She loves, and I am happy 

In that sweet dream alone ! 

Though cruel fate together 

Our fortunes e'er refuse 
To link, the youthful passion 

By time shall never lose. 
The love that soon is fading 

My breast has never known ; 
She loves, and I am happy 

In tliat sweet dream alone ! 

Let dark misfortunes thicken. 

My love will be the same 
My pulses ever quicken 

At mention of her name 
No voice shall ever gladden 

As her soft artless tone ; 
She loves, and I am happy 

In that sweet dream alone ! 



17H ECHOES FROM DREAMLAND. 

*Twere blias indeed if ever 

Her life were granted o'er, 
To be with mine and happy, 

To be estranged no more. 
But e^en in separation 

This thought I still shall own ; 
She loves — and I were happy 

In that bright dream alone ! 



THE IVY. 

Against the wind the oak extends 
Its leafless arms, and wildly rends 
The gale its sapless branch, that bore 
The noblest foliage of yore. 

But though no more its leaves are spread. 
And all its former bloom has fled ; 
As pitying, for its trunk so bare. 
The ivy twines her tendrils there. 

And, green and beauteous, yet again 
Its gnarled trunk graces the domain ; 
And in its borrowed, bright array. 
Dares even Time's victorious sway. 

And thus in dreams of memory 
The happy past can never die ; 
And hours of bliss long passed away 
Spring from oblivion into day. 

The kiss of early fire still warms 
The cheek, and long-departed forms 
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Rise up to greet, with former love, 

In dreams the wandering sense has wove. 

How sweet the reyerie that cast 
Within the visions of the past. 
Where Fancy, striving to regain 
The happiness, forgets the pain ! 

Time there is powerless, where bright 
Each early hope regains the sight ; 
While youth's bliss but forsakes the Real, 
To live «,gain in the Ideal ! 



STANZAS. 

Soft notes, that bring again 

A scene well loved to view. 
And recollection's tender chain 

With times long past renew ! 

It is not strange your sound 

Thrilled deeply on mine ear. 
And old emotions soft unbound 

To melt into a tear. 

That song — so seldom now 

Breathed forth — my infancy 
Has charmed of old by its soft flow. 

And gained a gentle tie. 

By lips, more dear than those 

Who careless sing it here, 
I've heard it while my breast uprose 

With youth's affections dear. 

M 2 
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And wordB of Fancy^s fire, 
With throes akin to pain, 

Have Beemed my bosom to inspire, 
Though utterance were vain. 

But now those lips have long 
Sunk into Death^s decay ; 

Like the soft cadence of thy song, 
Their sweetness fled away. 

^Tis not a sorrowing tear 
That glistens in my gaze, . 

But one that does remembrance bear 
For those once happy days. 

For thy soft music birth 
To thoughts well-loved has given 

Of one, an angel once on earth, 
And now a saint in heaven ! 



LINES. 

Oh ! pity, pity for the fragile flower 

That blooms in such a bed where no cool shower 

From heaven bedews the soil, but all around 

Are fostered from a vice-besprinkled ground ! 

Poor girl ! thy loveliness, to most a boon, 

Must be thy ruin, and, alas I how soon? 

For, even scarcely burst from childhood's dreams, 

No mother's care above thy path the beams 

Of godly teaching yields, but each day teems 

With pleasure, bought by vice, before thy gaze, 

All urging thy young heart to join its ways. 
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Oh ! must it be SO ? Will that now pure eye, 

Ere months have passed, a virtuous glance deny ? 

Will each true sentiment that breast might own, 

Be crushed, a sacrifice to Satan's throne ? 

And yet, what help ? Will Mammon stay his course 

To save thee from a fate than death far worse ? 

Will those who blame thee think upon thy doom, 

And strive to turn thee from thy living tomb ? 

Alas ! what numbers such as thou have proved 

How long earth's charity can sleep unmoved ! 

And now thou'rt pure — a sweet and precious flower. 

To deck a husband's breast ; yet, in the hour 

Of dark temptation, will thy trusting heart 

Yield to the sweets that Passion's words impart ; 

And that fair form, whence virtue but should spring. 

Will be a worthless and an outcast thing ! 

And shall the harsh world sneer ? Shall those who live 

In luxury and comfort dare despise 

Thy yielding to the faJse one, who did strive 

To damn thy soul before its Maker's eyes ? 

Oh ! let them rather pity when they see 

That what are thoughts with them are deeds with thee ; 

And o'er thy life mis-spent, thy heaven undone, 

Pray God have pity on the fallen one ! 



THE EARTHQUAKE. 

The sun was bright o'er Morta's hills. 

And sparkled on the dew ; 
And blithely trilled the lark his song 

As heavenward he flew. 
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The merry laugh rang clearly forth 
From Mortals ancient hall, 

And Love was wandering where the trees 
Cast down their shadows tall. 

But where is Morta's glory now ? 

Where those bright hearts that filled 
Its gorgeous rooms? In sudden death 

Hiey are for ever stilled ! 
Tlie earth has oped her yawning mouth, 

And swept their pride away ; 
And Mortals pillars broken lie 

A mass of sad decay ! 

Oh ! weep for Mortals noble halls, 

Its beautiful and brave. 
Who yet within the bloom of life 

Were snatched unto the grave ! 
Who met — ^while still the smile hung on 

Their lips — ^their doom unseen 
Without a tear, and none to tell 

Their names had ever been I 



NATURE'S SOUNDS. 

Oh ! why does Nature seem to mourn 

In all her lovely works ? 
In every beauty liiat is bom 

Some secret sorrow lurks. 

The soft wind sighing through the trees, 

A sadness seems to bear. 
And Melancholy on its breeze 

Seems ever present there. 



natukk's sounds. 183 

The louring tempest bears a wail 

Of grief upon its breath ; 
A shriek resounds upon the gale, 

That frights the earth beneath. 

The ocean's waves, as fall they o'er 

The rocks, yield forth a moan ; 
And e'en their ripples on the shore 

Give sorrow in their tone. 

The dripping fountain and the shower, 

As they bedew the ground, 
Succumb to Melancholy's power, 

And plaintive is their sound. 

The stream of sorrow seems to sing 

Within its eddies clear ; 
And dewdrops on the blossoms cling. 

In semblance of a tear. 

Then why is it that Nature's works 

This anguish seems to own, 
And that a trace of sorrow lurks 

In every form and tone ? 

Oh ! is each voice not taught the theme 

That tells of earth's decay. 
To rouse man from his fancied dream 

Of life that fedes away? 

Is not the melancholy sigh, 

Or moan so sadly given, 
To teach of earth's mortality. 

And bid him look to heaven ? 
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AN ELEGY. 



vr 



Tis Death ! and, though no human friend 

Ilath fallen ^neath his blow, 
The heart with anguish doth unbend, 

And bid its tears to flow. 

Doth not the loss of one who's true 

The breast with sorrow clog ? 
And, than thy heart, more faithful who ? 

Though thou wert but a dog. 

Thy silent glance hath told of love, 

Thy friendship altered ne'er. 
And years have failed it to remove ; 

Then why not worth a tear ? 

Poor brute I the pile we place o'er those 
Who earth's have ceased to be, 

Their &ncied goodness to disclose, 
Were better raised o'er thee ! 

The epitaph above thy bones 

Thy life would not undo ; 
Without the faults that mankind owns, 

And with more virtues too ! 



STANZAS. 

Thou art too pure for me, I feel ; 

Fate gives thee not thy due ; 
I ahnost blush to own thy love, 

So artless and so true. 
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Tis true, my heart for long has ceased 
From flower to flower to roam, 

And clings alone to thee. But why ? 
Earth yields no sweeter home ! 

I love thee ; but how could I fail 

To love a form so bright? 
And strive of all thou'st given me 

A portion to requite ? 

Yet shall thy love, so pure and true, 

My nature not refine? 
Till it become more worthy thee, 

In grace it gains from thine ! 



LOVERS' QUARRELS. 

How wayward are the moods of Love, 
How changeful are its wiles ; 

The brow now louring with a frown. 
The lip now wreathed with smiles 1 

How ofb the heart delights to grieve 
With coldness, while beneath 

The tender word and melting sigh 
Is trembling on the breath ! 

Oh, sweet misunderstandings I bom 
From nought, that, ere an hour 

Has past, have vanished, and but served 
To strengthen Love's bright power. 
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As after April^s showera the sun 
More glorious appears, 

^Tis sweet to make a woman weep, 
To kiss away her tears ! 



SECOKD LOVE. 

Ay, I have warbled of first love, 
And sung the sweetness of its dream, 

And ventured even to reprove 
The hearts who false its pleasures deem. 

Young passion, that a glamour throws 
O'er woman wrought from its ideal, 

And thinks the visions that impose 
Around its tinselled altars real — 

Young passion, that, so wrapped in all 
Its dreams, will kneel at any shrine 

On which its am'rous glances fall. 
And strive earth's nature to refine — 

Young passion, that, when breaks the dream 

In which its senses so believed, 
Must but with disappointment teem. 

And weep above a love deceived ! 

But is this so with second love, 
When true experience has taught 

Its lesson to the heart that wove 
Those early fancies dearly bought ? 
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When, truth for e'er before our eyes, 

We watch some gentle, budding form, 
Association forming ties 

More lasting, and jet no less warm. 

When to her fsiults, as well as charms, 
Our steady thoughts shrink not to rove, 

And no wild jealousy alarms ; 
This is indeed the truth of Love ! 

And why ? No dreams fix)m lands we weave, 

Created but for &y and elf; 
But, fearing not now to beUeve, 

We love sweet woman for herself ! 



LOVE'S HOPE. 



Love on alone — love on alone ; 

Hope feeds the flame, though 'tis unknown. 

Each nightly dream and daily thought 

Has but the same sweet vision wrought. 

Love on alone — ^love on alone ; 

Hope feeds the flame, though 'tis unknown. 

Dream on alone— dream on alone ; 
Though Hope deceive, sweet is her tone. 
The prize has seemed so near the clutch. 
It but awaits the trembling touch. 
Dream on alone— dream on alone ; 
Yet whispers Hope her fsital tone. 

Time on has sped— Time on has sped ; 
And now, at last, e'en Hope has fled ! 
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The heart has broken, ere the word 
Of blisB was given, so long deferred. 
The Grave has won, and only fled 
With Life and Passion. Hope is dead ! 



THE DYING GIRL. 

I FEEL I'm dying, Zorah, dear. 
My heart's last beat is near ; 

Bnt, ere I go, 'twere sweet to know 
I leave remembrance here. 

My lips have never told the love 
My life has striven to prove ; 

And shall its tone remain unknown, 
When fled the soul above ? 

I love too deeply e'er to cloud 
By aught thy future proud, 

When from thy heart so soon I'd part, 
And yield thee but a shroud. 

In brother*s love — no more than this — 
My Ups have borne thy kiss. 

Thy heart ne'er knew how madly flew 
It through my veins in bliss I 

Oh, Zorah ! will thy breast deride 
The words my lips have sighed ? 

Or will thy tear fall o'er her bier 
Who worshipped thee, and died ? 

Oh I closer, closer draw thy face, 
Thine arm around me place ; 
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Though Fate decree it may not be, 
I'll dream ^tis Love's embrace I 

I feel I'm dying, Zorah, dear, 
My last-drawn breath is near, 

But, ere I go, 'tis sweet to know 
I leave remembrance here I 



THE VIOLETS. 

Yield me those violets, 
Love, from thy breast, 

Happy, though fading, 
In so sweet a nest. 

Sweeter their charms were 
To me, though their bloom 

Fled has, than others 
Of fresh-pluck'd perfume. 

Henceforth by my heart 
Their forms shall recline. 

Pressed, as my bosom 
Would die to press thine. 

And their forms watching, 
My thoughts back shall flee 

Unto these moments 
Made sacred by thee ! 

Yield me the violets. 
Love, at thy breast. 

Fading, yet happy. 
In so soft a nest. 
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STANZAS. 

Hearts were but taught to love to be despised, 
Hopes were but made to blighted &11 away, 

And earth was given forms by earth most prized, 
To see their beauty vanish in a day. 

*Tis no avail ; the gloomy cloud must rise, 

Too soon obscuring happiness's beam. 
And shows it, as the heart no more denies, 

A poet^s tale or visionary^s dream. 

We love some earthly form — ^poor fools ! — ^how rash 

To trust our all unto a fate untried, 
When Death, or Time, or Jealousy, can dash 

So easily our cup of bliss aside ! 

And thus each earthly joy Fate any hour 
Can crush, when strongest seems its lasting power. 

And show their hoUowness before us riven. 
As earth imperfect when compared to heaven ! 



A PARTING. 



To part ! it is a tearful sound. 

Though whisper Hope return ; 
To quit the well-loved forms around 

We may no more discern. 
'Tis sad for those who earth pass through, 

Reft from homers faces kind ; 
But sadder &r for those ^tis, who 

Are left to mourn behind. 
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Fresh forms will greet the wanderer's eyes, 

The parting gn^to stm, 
With new scenes will appear new ties, 

The past ones' place to fill ; 
But each shape that the lov'd one knew 

But serves to bring to mind 
The lonesomeness of that heart who 

Is left to weep behind. 

The walks so often trod in bliss, 

Perhaps from memory flown 
In that far happier breast than this 

Who treads them stiU — alone. 
Each spot where love has trembled on 

The lip, yet there confined, 
Mocks not with grief the heart now gone, 

But that which monms behind. 

To part ! it is a tearful word, 

To whisper that good-bye 
So choked with grief, which then has heard, 

Perchance, its last reply. 
Oh ! well does separation prove. 

When forth the hot tears start, 
How ill hearts know their depth of love 

Until compelled to part I 



THE BARGES. 

The barges settle in the mud— 
The mud is by the Thames ; 

Upon the river's bank I stood 
And read the barges' names. 
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Not sweetly flowed the river by, 

As still my nostril rues, 
Nor grateful as the " Patchouli" 

That Eugene Rinunel brews. 

But on its back the barges rode, 

Its proper name affixed 
On each, while still the river flowed 

Their grimy sides betwixt. 

I read of Lucy, Mary, Ann, 

Of Nancy, Betsy, Jane, 
The more reflned Matilda, Fan, 

And Rose, moored o^er a drain. 

And then, methought, were these, in truth, 
The forms whose names they bear ; 

If life were in those forms uncouth, 
How changed the scene were there ! 

Could human forms, where poisons slow 
The lungs each breath inflate, 

Without one cry of murm'ring, bow 
So meekly to their fiate ? 

Could female hearts restrain their griefs, 

Hysterics so to drown. 
Where smelling salts and handkerchief 

Of perfume are unknown ? 

I read those lettered stems again, 

A moral is in each ; 
Of resignation under pain 

Those senseless barges teach. 
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Let cynics sneer upon the sight, 
And turn them from the Thames ; 

An hour is thus not wasted quite 
In reading barges^ names. 



GONE! 

Fate has said it ; Destiny 

Has broken in upon our love ; 
Though so young, the dream must flee, 

As frail as other joys to prove. 
Yet my heart delights to bask 

Within a hope it ne'er can know ; 
And I still, though trembling, ask — 

" Oh ! dearest, must thou go ? " 

Ah ! how false a dream we wove. 

In building up those hopes of bliss ; 
Yet 'twas worthy of the love 

That makes so sacred Passion's kiss ! 
Fond yet foolish in our task 

Of happiness, so swift to flow. 
Recked my bosom ne'er to ask — 

" Oh ! must thou ever go ? " 

Now harsh Fate has rudely snatched 

Us from our love's retreat so dear ; 
While the hour we never watched 

Has drawn, alas ! too quickly near. 
Lo ! my heart can no more mask 

The truth of every fancy shorn. 
The fatal hour! I dare not ask — 

I feel that thou art gone ! 



N 
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GRIEF. 

■ 

At ! I am happy when the smile 

Some .careless moment brings ; 
It is not forced the little while 

It o*er the features clings. 
My grief a short respite oft gives, 

And joy succeeds despair ; 
Yet for the span that pleasure lives, 

All thought is banished there. 

Ay ! I am happy when the jest 

Is uttered, as of old ; 
And sorrow, for a time, the breast 

Has loosened from its hold. 
But in those careless flights, the mind 

Is slumbering for awhile ; 
And by sad thought no more confined. 

The lips alone do smile. 

Ay ! oft I'm happy ; but the joy 

Of some swift passing hour 
Grief comes too surely to destroy, 

Returned with twofold power. 
When solitude again reveals 

Thought for an instant flown ; 
In anguish how my bosom feels 

It is, indeed, alone ! 

I dread the laugh my Up that wreathes, 

Its penalty I know ; 
Within each mirthful sentence breathes 

The pang that lies below ; 
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When careless mirth its power withdraws 

No longer to beguile, 
That is the deepest grief which gpiaws 

The heart beneath a smile ! 



SUNSHINE. 



With golden sparkles leaps the wave 
From out the ocean^s breast, 

Its plashing sprays the veesels lave. 
That on its bosom rest. 

How bright it glitters 'neath the ray 
The mid-day sun sheds down, 

And bursts like jewels in its play 
To deck the surges' crown ! 

A darksome cloud has crossed the sky. 

The sun is hid from view ; 
No more in gladness greets the eye 

The waves' transcendent hue. 

All dark and sullen flows the wave, 

Unlighted is its crest ; 
The ocean, like a sombre grave, 

Unveils its yawning breast. 



How lovely seems the earth around, 
Its meads and lawns how fair ; 

With what bright joys Life's hours abound 
To chase aside dark Care ! 
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What beauties rare the influence 
Of joy to Nature brings, 

How bright all to a mind from whence 
Contentment ever springs ! 

But beautiful as all appears 
When bliss reigns in the heart, 

How soon, beneath fell sorrow^s tears. 
Those fisincied charms depart I 

^Tis so ; though beauteous all so late 
Before the eye seemed spread, 

A shadow from the hand of Fate, 
And all earth^s charms have fled ! 



STANZAS. 

Those eyes again ! Oh ! tiirn their glances 
From my wilftd sight, that fisdn 

Will ever meet their soft advances, 
Proving all control how vain. 

I read thy thoughts — for many faces 
Have I watched — ^where Love doth lie 

That bore, as thine, the same soft traces 
For ones more fortunate than I. 

In thy face I read devotion ; 

In thy glance sweet sympathy ; 
A bosom feeKng deep emotion ; 

A heart invaluable whose sigh. 
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But all this worth I cast away ; 

With pain I guard my glances in ; 
For those sweet thoughts that lead astray- 

A pride to thee — ^in me were sin ! 

Why is it thus — ^that cruel Fate 
But brings us that we sought, in vain, 

In fortner years, aJas ! too late, 
And proffers that we cannot gain ? 

Withdraw that glance, or I may yield 
Unto temptation strong as thee ; 

The doom of Love once more is sealed ; 
Farewell, farewell, it must not be 1 
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